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Spoken at the Opening of the New-Houſe, 


By Mr. BETTER TON. 


＋ HE Huſbandman in vais renews his Tail, 
To cultivate each Year @ hungry Sal, 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
When 2 Bet feed the Tree, deveurt the Rovt : 
Th' unladen Boughs, he ſees, bede certain Dearth, 
Unlſe tranſplanted te more kindly Earth. 
&, the peer Huſbands of the Stage, who ue 
Their Labours {ft upon ungrateful Ground, 
This laſt and only. Remedy have prov'd 
And hope new Freit from ancient Sticks remov'd, 
Well may they hope, hen you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a Seil eobich you fo rich have made. 
As Nature gave the World te Man's firſt Age, 
& from your Bounty, we receives this Stage, 
The Freedim Man was bern to, you've reſlor'd, 
And te cur World, ſuch Plenty you afferd, 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its ozwwn accord. 
But Foes in Paradile frail Fleſb gave way, 
And when but two wwere made, both went aflray , 
Firbear your Wonder, and the Fault fergive, 
If in cur larger Family e grieve, 
Une falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratefully repay, 
What our Endeawours can, and bring this Day 
The Firſt-fruit Offering of a Virgin Play. 
We late there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And the" of homely Fare we make the Teaſt, 
Tet you will fied Variety at leaſt. 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
And fer the thinking Party there's a Plat. 
We've ſomething toe, to gratifie ill Nature, 
[ f there be any here) and that is Satire. 
Its" Satire ſcarce darer grin, "tis grown fo mild, 
Or only fbews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 
' Aﬀjes Thiftles, Piet. mumble Wit, 
ud dare net bite, fir fear of being bit. 
"ty held their Pens, as Swords are held by Feel, 
1 are afraid to uſe their own Edge-Tiols. 
ne the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 
« ene bas dar*d to laſh this Crying Age. 
4 Trme, the Piet oxuns the bold Eſjay, 
* bepes there's no Il manners in his Play: 
le declares by me, he has defign'd 
rent to none, 2 frankly ſpeaks his Mindy 


„ 


fers but this one Excuſe, tal vit 


Ind fbeu'd th enſuing Scenes vet chance to hit, b 
fore yrur late Encouragement of Wit, } 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


or Legend, Father to chro Mr. Underhilt 

tine and Ben. 

Valentine, Fallen under his Father's 
Diſpleaſure by his expenſive way 
of living, in love with Angelica. 

Scandal, His Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Smith. 

Tattle, A half-witted Beau, vain of 
his Amours, yet valuing himſelf Mr. Bozwman. 
for Secreſie. 

Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half 
Home-bred, and half Sea-bred, & Mr. Dogget, 
deſign'd to marry Miſs Prue. 

Foreſight, An illiterate old Fellow, 
peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious 
and pretending to underſtand A- 
ſtrology, Palmiſtry, Phyſiognomy, 
Omens, Dreams, c. Uncle to 


Mr. Betterten. 


Mr. Sandford. 


Angelica. 
Jeremy, Servant to Valentine. Mr. Bowen. 
Trapland, A Scrivener. Mr. Triſfuſis. 
Buckrum, A Lawyer. Mr. Freeman. 
WOMEN. 
Angelica, Neice to Foreſight, of a con- } 741 
ſide rable Fortune 9 nei 


Mrs. Forefight, ſecond Wife to Foreſigbt. Mrs. Bowman. 

Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Foreſigbi, 
a Woman of the Town. 

Miſs Prue, Daughter to Foreſight by 
a former Wife, a filly aukward > Mrs. Aylif. 
Country Girl. 

Nurſe to Miſs. Mrs. Leieh. 

Jenny. | Mrs. Law/on. 


Mrs. Barry. 


A Steward, Officers, Sailors, and ſeveral Servant. 


The SCENE in LONDON: 


LOVE for LOVE. 


ooo 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Valentine in his Chamber reading. Jeremy waiting. 
Several Books upon the Table. 


Val. EREMY. 
Jer. Sir. 
Val. Here, take away; TII walk a Turn 
and digeſt what J have read 

Jer. You'll grow deviliſh Fat upon this Paper-Diet. 
[Afide, and taking away the Books. 
Val. And d'ye hear, go you to Breakfaſt — There's 
- Page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a Feaſt for an 

mperor. | 


Jer. Was Epifetus a real Cook, or did he only write 
Receipts ? . 

Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and reſine your Appetite; 
learn to live upon Inſtruction; feaſt your Mind, and 
mortify your Fleſh ; read, and take your Nouriſhment in 
a your Ey es; ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud 
of Underſtanding. 90 Epictetus adviſes. N 

Jer. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 


vaned upon a Gentleman at Cambridge : Pray what 
that Epictetus ? ä ; 


Fal. A very rich Man — Not worth a Groat. 5 
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Jer. Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine Feat, 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 

Val. Yes. 4 

Fer. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably under- 
mand this fine Feeding: But if you pleaſe, I bad ra- 
ther be at Board- Wages. Does your Epictetus, or yout 
Seneca here, or any of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach 
you how to pay your Debts without Money ? Will they 
ſhut up the Mouths of your Creditors? Will Plato be 
Bail for you? Or Diogenes, becauſe he underſtands 
Confinement, and lived in a Tub, go to Priſon for 

ou? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew yourſelf up 
ere with three or ſour muſty Books, in commendation 
of Starving and Poverty ?. 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know it; 
and thereſore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in 
that I but follow the Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt 
Men in all Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers whom 
you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another Reaſon; be- 
cauſe they abound in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 

Jer. Ay, Sir, I am a Fool I, know it: And yet, 
Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit — But! 
was always a Fool, when I told you what your Expences 
would bring you to; your Coaches and your Liveries; 
your | reats and your Balls; your being in Love with a 
Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in your 
Proſperity ; and keeping Company with Wits, that cared 
for nothing but your Proſperiiy; and now when you 
are poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Val. Well; and row I am poory I have an Opportu- 
nity to be revenged on 'em all; II purſue Angelica with 
more Love than ever, and appear more notorioutly her 
Admirer in this Reſtraint, than when I openly rivall dithe 
rich Fops, that made Court to her; fo thall my Poverty 
be a Mortification to her Fride, and perbaps make her com- 
paſſionate the Love, which has principally reduced me !9 
this Lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm jure 
I am in a Condition to be even with them | ? 

Fer. Nay, your Condition is pretty eveu with theils 
that's the Truth on't. 


Val. Tl take ſome of their Trade out of their HanG 


Fer. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax 75 


Paper; you don't mean to write! 
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Val. Yes, I do; T'll write a Play. 

Jer. Hem ! — Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
Certificate of three Lines — only to certifie thoſe whom 
it may concern, That the Bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch 
by Name, has for the ſpace of ſeven Years truly and 
faithfully ſerved Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is 
not now turn'd away for any liſdemeanor; but does 
voluntarily diſmiſs his Maſter from any future Authority 
over him —— . 

Val. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me till. 

Fer. Sir, it's impoſſible — I may die with you, ſtarve 


| with you, or be damn'd with your Works: But to live 


even three Days, the Life of a Play, I no more expect it, 
than to be canoniz'd for a Muſe after my Deceaſe. 

Val. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 
Help; — I'll have you learn to make Couplets, to tag 
the Ends of Acts: D'ye hear, get the Maids to Crambo 
in an Evening, and learn the knack of Rhiming, you 
may arrive at the height of a Song ſent by an unknown 
Hand, or a Chocolate- Houſe Lampoon. 


Jer. But, Sir, is this the way to recover your Father's 


Favour > Why, Sir Sampſon will be irreconcileable. If 


our younger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never 
k upon you again. You're undone, Sir, you're ruin'd ; 
you won't have a Friend left in the World, if you turn 
Poet. — Ah, Pox confound that Hill's CcHee-Houſe, it 
has ruin d more young Men than the Roya!-Oak Lottery 
— Nothing thrives that belongs to't. Ihe Man of the 
Houſe would have been an Alderman by this Time with 
balf the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City — For my 
part, I never fit at the Door, that I don't get double the 
Stomach that I do at a Horſe-Race. Ihe Air upon 
Banſtead-Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter: Yet I 
never ſee it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, 
lometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with Pimp- 
ng, and carrying Billet-doux and Songs; not like other 
Forters for Hire, but for the jeſt's ſake : Now like a 
thin Chairman, melted down to half his Proportion, with 
carrying a Poet upon Tick, to viſit ſome great Fortune: 
and his Fare to be paid him like the Wages of Sin, either 
a the Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. 
Val. Very well, Sir ; can you proceed ? 


A 4 Ter 


Lovsy for Lo vx. 


Jer. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a meagre 
terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written 
tor himſelf, or were reſfolv'd to turn Author, and bring 
the reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. And 
laſtly, in the Form of a worn-out Punk, with Verſes in 
her Hand, which her Vanity had preferr'd to Settle- 
ments, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as rag- 
ged as one of the Muſes ; or as if ſhe were carrying her 
Linen to the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio— 
Books, of Warning to all Young Maids, not to prefer 
Poetry to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy 
Wit, before the Embraces of a wealthy Fool, 

Enter Scandal. 

Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth? 

Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſ- 
ter up) been declaiming againſt Wir. : 

Scan. Ay? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: 
For wherever it 1s, it's always contriving its own Ruin. 

Ter. Why fo I have been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
Mr. Scandal, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can dif 
ſuade him from turning Poet. 

Scan. Poet ! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather de- 
pou upon the Outſide of his Head, than the Lining, 

hy, what the Devil, has not your Poverty made you 
Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſkew your Wit to 
get more ? 

Fer. Ay, more indeed : For who cares for any body 
that has more Wit than himſelf? 

Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you fee 
how worthleſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid 
a witty Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he looks like 
Writ of Enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates, and ſecm 
commiſſion d by Heaven to ſeize the better halt. 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and be 
revenged. 

Scan. Rail? at whom? the whole World? Impotent 
and Vain! who would die a Martyr to Senſe, in a Cod 
try where Religion is Folly ? You may ſtand at Bay fot 
a while ; but when the full Cry is againſt you, you wo" 
have fair Play for your Life. If you can't be fairly 11 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacheroully ſhot by 


the Huntſman — No, turn Pimp, * Qu 
wav) j 


— 
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Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion 
to an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet 
is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any 
have nam'd: Without you could retrieve the Antient 
Honours of the Name, recal the Stage of Athens, and be 
allow'd the Force of open honeſt Satire. 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if 
your Character had been lately expoſed upon the Stage. 
— Nay, I am not violently bent upon the Trade — 
[One knocks. ] Jeremy, ſee who's there, [Exit Jeremy. ] But 
tell me what you would have me do? — What does the 


| World ſay of me, and my forced Confinement? 


Scan. I he World behaves itſelf as it uſes to do on 
ſuch Occaſions ; ſome pity you, and condemn your Fa- 
ther; others excufe him and blame you; only tae Ladies 
are merciful, and wiſh you well; ſince Love and plea- 
furable Expence have been your greateſt Faults, 

Enter Jeremy. 

Val. How now ? 

Jer. Nothing new, Sir; IT have diſpatch'd ſome half a 
Dozen Duns, with as much Dexterity as a hungry Judge 
does Cauſes at Dinner-time. 

Val. What Anſwer have you given em? 

Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. 

fer. No, Faith, Sir; I have put 'em oft fo long with 
Patience and Forbearance, and other fair Words, that J 
was forced now to tell 'em in plain downright EA 

Val. What? 


fer. That they ſhould be paid. 

Val. When ? 

Ter. To-morrow. 

Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your 
Word? | 

Jer. Keep it? Not at all; it has been fo very much 
ſtretch'd, that T reckon it will break of courſe by to- 
morrow, and no body be ſurpriz d at the Matter 
Hacking] — Again! Sir, if you don't like my Nego- 
uation, will you be pleaſed to anſwer theſe yourſelf. 

V, al. See who they are. | [Exit Jeremy. 
this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great: 
cretaries.of State, Preſidents of the Council, and Ge- 
erals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a Life as I do; have 
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juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all folicit- 
mg of paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiler Sort of 
Duns, that lay claim to voluntary Debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having en- 
gaged their Attendance, and promis'd more than ever 
you intended to perform, are more perplex'd to find Eva- 
ſions, than you would be to invent the honeſt Means of 
keeping your Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do 
not provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue 
will one Day bring a Confinement on your Body, my 
Friend. 

Enter Jeremy. 

Ter. Oh Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with 
two ſuſpicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that wou'd 
knock a Man down with Pocket-Tipftaves— And there's 
your Father's Steward; and the Nurſe with one of your 
Children from Twitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling 
my Sins in my Face? Here, give her this, [Gives Money.) 
and bid her trouble me no more ; a thoughtleſs two-hand- 
ed Whore, ſhe knows my Condition well enough, and 
might have over-laid the Child a Fortnight ago, if ſhe 
kad had any Forecaſt in her. 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my Godſon! 

Jer. Yes, Sir. 

Scan. My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token 
Gives Money.] of my Love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery 
put more Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſly. —! 
ſhall take the Air ſhortly. 

Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk : — Bid Trap- 
land come in. If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I fu! 
be at Reſt for one Day. 

Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 

O Mr. Trapland ! my old Friend! Welcome. Jereny, 
a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt — fly — 
a Chair firſt. | 

Trap. A good Morning to you, Mr. Valentine, and 0 
you, Mr. Scandal. : 

Scan. The Morning's a very good Morning, if yo! 
don't ſpoil it. va 
» | ts 
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A Val. Come, fit down, yeu know his Way. 

{ Trap. fits. There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 J. 
of pretty long Standing 

5 Val. I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a thirſty Palate 

r — Sirrah, the Sack. 

» Trap. And I defire to know what Courſe you have 

f taken for the Payment? 


Val. Faith and Troth, T am heartily glad to fee you, 

10 — my Service to you, — fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trap- 
ge land, fuller. 

Vi Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart — This is not to our But neſs : 

— my Service to you, Mr. Scandal — | Drinks| — I have 

forborn as long 


th Val. T'other Glaſs, and then we'll talk. — Fill, Jeremy. 

'd Trap. No more, in 'I'ruth — I have {orborn, 1 tay — 

e's Val. Sirrah, fill when I bid you — And how does your 

ur handſome Daughter? — Come, a good Huſband to her. 
| [Drinks. 

ng Trap. Thank you —T have been out of this Money — 

y.] Val. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink ? 

id- [They drink. 

nd Trap. And in ſhort, T can be put off no longer. 

ſhe Val. T was much obliged to you for your Supply : It 


did me Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight 
n? in doing good. — Scandal, drink to me, my Friend Tra- 
land's Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one 


cen more ready to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs; tho I ſay it 

ery to his Face. Come, fill each Man his Glaſs. 

not Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whoremaſ- 

—1 ter, and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a Whore- 
maſter, that was not an honeſt Fellow. 

5 Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandul, you never knew 

hall Scan. What don't I know ? — I know the Buxom black 
Widow in the Poultry — 800 J a Year Jointure, and 
20000 /. in Money. Ahah! Old Trap. 

my, Val. Say you fo, faith: Come, we'll remember the 

Widow: I know whereabouts you are: Come, to the 
Widow—— 

d to Trap. No more indeed. 


Fal. What, the Widow's Health; give it him — off 
with it. [They drink.] A Lovely Girl, i faith, black 
ſparkling. 
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| way to his Conſcience. 


tions; they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very 
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iparkling Eyes, ſoft pouting Ruby Lips ; better ſealing 
there, than a Bond for a Million, hah ! 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch Thing; we'd better 
mind our Buſinets — You're a Wag. 

Jul. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Buſineſs : fill 
again— Pretty round heaving Breaſts, —a Barbary Shape, 
and a jut with her Bum, would ſtir an Anchoret: And 
the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten his Eyes 
to her Feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at Bo-peep 
under her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland ? 

Trap. Verily, give me a Glaſs, — you're a Wag,— 
and here's to the Widow. [ Drinks. 

Scan. He begins to Chuckle ; — ply him cloſe, or he'll 
relapſe into a Dun. 

Enter Officer. 

Of. By your leave, Gentlemen, — Mr. Trapland, if 
we muſt do our Oiice, tell us. — We have halt a Do- 
zen Gentlemen to arreſt in Pall Hull and Covent-Garden: 
and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will be abroad, 
and block up the Chocolate- Houſes, and then our La- 
bour's loſt, | 

Trap. Udo, that's true. Mr. Yalentine, I love Mirth, 
but Buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to 

Ter. Sir, Four Father's Steward ſays he comes to 


make Propoſals concerning your Debts. A 
Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 

Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. o7 
Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call. [Exit Officer, 


Enter Steward, wwho whiſpers Valentine. 
Scan. Here's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine: Sir 
rah, refund the Sack: Teremy, fetch him ſome warm fon 
Water, or I'll rip up his Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt 


rap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value 
your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when! 
have drunk it. | 
Scan. And how do you expect to have your Money 
again, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 
Val. You need fay no more, I underſtand the Condi- 


preiling: I agree to em. Take Mr, Trapland with you 
| an 
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and let him draw the Writing — Mr. Traplund, you 
know this Man, he ſhall fatisfie you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but 
my Neceſlity | 

Val. No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be paid, 

Trap. I hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs require. 

[Exeunt Steward, | rapland, and Jeremy. 

Scan. He begs Pardon, like a Hangman at an Execution. 

Val. But I have got a Reprieve. 

Scan. I am ſurpriz d; what, does your Father relent ? 

Val. No; he has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the 
World. You have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, 
that was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother 
my Father hears is landed; whereupon he very affec- 
tionately ſends me Word, If I will make a Deed of Con- 
veyance of my Right to his Eſtate after his Death, to 
my younger Brother, he will immediately furniſh me 
with four thouſand Pounds to pay my Debts, and 
make my Fortune. This was once propoſed before, and 
| refuſed it ; but the preſent Impatience of my Credi- 
tors for their Money, and my own Impatience of Con- 
finement, and Abſence from Angelica, force me to conſent. 

Scan, A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love 
to Wh to Angelica: And Iihink ſhe has never given you any 
Aſſurance of hers. 

Val. You know her Temper ; ſhe never gave me any 
great Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair. 

Scan. Women of hcr airy Temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light 
lo gueſs at what they mean: But you have little Rea- 
lon to believe that a Woman of this Age, who has had 
an Indifference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in 
Love with your ill Fortune: Beſides, Angelica has a 
preat Fortune of her own ;. and great Fortunes either 
ect another great Fortune, or a Fool. 

: Enter Jeremy. 
ney Jer. More Misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another Dun? 


ndi- Jer. No, Sir, but Mr. Tate is come to wait upon you. 
ery Val. Well, I can't help it, — you muſt bring him up; 
ous knows I don't go abroad. [Exit Jeremy. 


Kan, Pox on him I'll be gone. 
Val, 
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Val. No, pr'ythee ſtay : Tattle and you ſhould never 
be aſunder ; you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one a- 
nother; he is perſectly thy Reverſe both in Humour 
and Underſtanding ; and as you ſet up for Defamation, 
he is a Mender of Reputations. | 

Scan. A Mender of Reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a 
Keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in 
the fame manner. For the Rogue will 2 aloud in 
the Poſture of a Whiſperer; and deny a Woman's Name, 
while he gives you the Marks of her Perſon. He will 
forſwear receiving a Letter from her, and, at the fame 
time, ſhew you her Hand in the Superſcription : Aud 
yet perhaps he has counterfeited the Hand too, and 
worn to a Truth; but he hopes not to be believed; 
and refuſes the Reputation of a Lady's Favour, as 4 
Doctor ſays, No, to a Biſhoprick, only that it may be 
granted him. — In ſhort, he is a publick Profe ſſor of 
Secrecy, and makes Proclamation, that he holds pri- 


| 

vate Intelligence He's here. 
Enter Tattle. | ] 

Tat. Valentine, good morrow ; Scandal, T am yours, } 
— that is, when you ſpeak well of me. t 
Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my ' 
own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 0 


Tat. How Inhuman! 

Val. Why, Tattile, you need not be much concern'd 
at any thing that he ſays: for to converſe with Scar- 
dal, is to play at Leſing Loadum ; you muſt loſe a good 
Name to him, before you can win it for yourſelf. 

Tat. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortu- 
nate for him, that the World ſhall think the better d 
any Perſon for his Calumniation —I thank Heaven, '! 
has always been a Part of my Character, to handle the 
Reputation of others very tenderly. 

Scan. Ay, ſuch rotten Reputations as you have 0 
deal with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tat. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you fa 
rotten, when you know not the Perſons of whom you 
ſpeak ? How cruel that is? | 

Scan. Not know 'em? Why, thou never hadſt to do 
with any Body that did not ſtink to all the Town. 


Tat 


1 fay 
| you 


to do 
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Tat. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a ſeſt of it indeed. 
For there is nothing more known, than that no Body 
knows any thing of that Nature of me: As I hope to 
be ſaved, Valentine, 1 never expoled a Woman ſince | 
knew what Woman was. 

Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tat. To be free with you, I have — I don't care if I 
own that — Nay more (I'm going to fay a bold Word 
now) I never could meddle with a Woman, that had to 
do with any Body elle. 

Scan. How ! 

Val. Nay, faith, I'm apt to believe him — Except her 


| Huſband, Tatile. 


Tat. Oh that 

Scan. What think you of that noble Commoner, 
Mrs. Drab ? 

Tat. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags 
in three or four Places, that I faid this and that, and 
writ to her, and did I know not what — But, upon my 
Reputation, ſhe did me wrong — Well, well, that was 
Malice — But I know the Bottom of it. She was bribed 
to that by one we all know — A Man too. Only 
to bring me into Diſgrace with a certain Woman of 
Quality 

Scan. Whom we all know. 

Tat. No matter for that—Yes, yes, every Body knows 
No doubt on't, every Body knows my Secrets — But ! 
ſoon ſatisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence; for I told 
her — Madam, ſays I, there are ſome Perſons who make 
n their Buſineſs to tell Stories, and ſay this and that 
of one and t'other, and every thing in the World: And 
lays I, if your Grace 

Scan, Grace ! | 

Tat. O Lord, what have I ſaid? my unlucky Tongue! 

Val. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more Impudence than 
one can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for 
nee; well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did 
You ſay to her Grace? 

Val: J confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 

Tat. Not a Word, as I hope to be ſaved; an errant 
Lapſus Linguæ — Come, let's talk of ſomething elle. 


Val. 
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Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf. 

Tat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you —a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little jealous of 
me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith — I know 
not what — Come, let's talk of Something elſe. 

Hums a Song, 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we 
ſhould enquire. 

Tat. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, 
and her Uncle old Forefght : I think your Father lie; 
at Forefight's. | 

Val. Yes. ' 

Tat. Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman — And 
fo is Mrs. Forefight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 


Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all p 
know her. | | 

Tat. Oh that is not fair. . 

Scan. What ? ; J 

Tat. To tell. k 


Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Frail ? 

Tat. Who, I? Upon Honour I don't know whether 
ſhe be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
Chin, and Roundneſs of her Hips. 

Scan. No! 

Tat. No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tat. Impoſſible! 

Scan. Yes, faith. Aſk Valentine elſe. 

Tat. Why then, as I hope to be ſaved, I believe a 
Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may 
have the Pleaſure of telling herſelf. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done ycu 
Wrong, or no? You, have had her? Ha? 

Tat. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; ! 
have more Manners than to contradict what a Lady bas 
declared. 

Scan. Well, you own it? 

Tat. I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes, I can't de- 
ny't, if ſhe taxes me with it? | 
Scan. 'She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentin 
every Morning. „ 

ah 
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Tat. How! 

Val. She does me the Favour—T mean of a Viſit ſome- 
times. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any Body. 

Scan. Nor I, Faith — But Tattle does not uſe to be- 
ſie a Lady; it is contrary to his Character — How one 
may be deceived in a Woman, Valentine? 

Tat. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? 

Scan. Im reſolv'd I'll aſk her. . 

Tat. O barbarous! why, did you not teil me 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tat. And bid me aſk Valentine? 

Val. What did I fay ? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an Anſwer, when you never aſł d me the Queſtion? 

Tat. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Pro- 
ceeding 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the 
Ladies have a fine time, whoſe Reputations are in your 
keeping. 


Enter Jeremy. 
Jer. Sir, Mrs. Frail hath ſent to know if you are ſtir- 
ring. 

Val. Shew her up, when ſhe comes. [Exit Jeremy. 

Tat. Fl be gone. 

Val. You'll meet her. 

Tat. Is there not a back way ? 

Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than 
to give Scandal ſuch an Advantage why, your running 
my will prove all that he can tell her. 

at. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous — O, I 
ay i hail loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever — I ſhall never 
be received but upon Publick Days, and my Viſits will 
Lever be admitted beyond a Drawing-Room: I ſhall never 
ke a Bed-Chamber again, never be lock'd in a Cloſet, nor 
Tun behind a Screen, or under a Table; never be diſ- 
bas Wit guiſh'd among the Waiting-women by the Name of 
Truſty Mr. Tazrle more — You will not be ſo cruel. 
Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 
onditions. 

Tat. Any, any Terms. 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen Women of 
$%0d Reputation to me preſently — Come, where are 
you 
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Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf 

Tat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you —a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little jealous of 
me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith — I know 
not what — Come, let's talk of Something elle. 

[ Hums a Song. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we 
ſhould enquire. 

Tat. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, 
and her Uncle old Forefght : I think your Father lies 
at Forefight's. 

Val. Yes. | 

Tat. Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman — And 
fo is Mrs. Forejight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all 
know her. 

Tat. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tat. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Trail? 

Tat. Who, I? Upon Honour I don't know whether 
ſhe be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
Chin, and Roundneſs of her Hips. 

Scan. No! 

Tat. No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tat Impoſſible! 

Scan. Yes, faith. Aſk Valentine elſe. 

Tat. ne then, as I hope to be ſaved, I believe a 
Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may 
have the Pleaſure of telling herſelf. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you 
Wrong, or no? You, have had her? Ha? 

Tat. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; ! 
have more Manners than to contradi& what a Lady has 
declared. 

Scan. Well, you own it? 

Tat. 1 am ſtrangely ſurpriz d! Yes, yes, I can't de- 
ny't, if ſhe taxes me with it? 

Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe fees Valle 
every Morning. 1 
al. 


nn 
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Tat. How! 


Val. She does me the Favour I mean of a Viſit ſome- 
times. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any Body. 

Scan. Nor I, Faith — But Tattle does not uſe to be- 
liea Lady; it is contrary to his Character — How one 
may be deceived in a Woman, Valentine? 

Tat. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? 

Scan. I'm refolv'd I'll aſk her. ; 

Tat. O barbarous! why, did you not tell me——— 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tat. And bid me aſk Valentine? 

Val. Whar did I ſay ? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an Anſwer, when you never aſk'd me the Queſtion? 

Tat. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Pro- 
ceeding | 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the 
Ladies have a fine time, whoſe Reputations are in your 
keeping. 


Enter Jeremy. 
Fer. Sir, Mrs. Frail hath ſent to know if you are ſtir- 
ring | 


Val. Shew her up, when ſhe comes. [Exit Jeremy. 

Tat. Il be gone. 

Val. You'll meet her. 

Tat. Is there not a back way ? 

Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than 
to give Scandal ſuch an Advantage; why, your running 
away will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tat. Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous — O, I 
ſhall loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever I ſhall never 
be received but upon Publick Days, and my Viſits will 
ever be admitted beyond a Drawing- Room: I ſhall never 
lee 3 Bed-Chamber again, never be lock'd in a Cloſet, nor 
Tun behind a Screen, or under a Table; never be diſ- 
nas nguiſh'd among the Waiting-women by the Name of 

Truſty Mr. Tattle more — You will not be fo cruel. 
Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 
ce- Conditions. 

Tat. Any, any Terms. 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen Women of 
$00d Reputation to me preſently — Come, where are 

you 
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you familiar ? — And ſee that they are Women of Qus- 

lity too, the firſt Quality. ] 
Tat. Tis very hard — Won't a Baronet's Lady paſs ? ] 
Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. ; 
Tat. O inhuman! You don't expect their Names? 


Scan. No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. 8 
Tat. Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their 
Titles; I'll deſcribe their Perſons. 1 
Scan. Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are al 
ſo ill a Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your I 
Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd like other bad 0 
Painters, to write the Name at the Bottom. u 
Tat. Well, firſt then I 
Enter Mrs. Frail. te 
Oh unfortunate ! ſhe's come already ; will you have Pa- W; 


tence *till another 'I'ime — Tl double the Number. 
Scan. Well, on that Condition — Take heed you don't if © 
fail me. 
Mrs. Frail. I ſhall get a fine Reputation by coming to 
ſee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you | 
here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is fate wita you, 


we know. wo 
Scan. Tatile. 
Tat. Mum — O Madam, you do me too much Honour. 4 
Val. Well, Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? wh 
Frail. Angelica? Manners! | 
Val. What, you will allow an abſent Lover 


Frail. No, I'll allow a Lover preſent with his Mif- ti 
treſs to be particular — But otherwiſe I think his Paſſion 
ought to give Place to his Manners. Pic 


Val. But what if be has more Paſſion than Manners? 1 
Frail. Then let him marry and reform. ſom 
Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury of his PaF 8 
ſion, but it very rarely mends a Man's Manners. the 
Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the World; there W®" 
is no Creature perfectly civil but a Huſband. For in % ls th 
little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that 13 J. 
the higheſt good Breeding, for it begets his Civility 0 0 by 
ther People. Well, VIl tell you News; but 1 ſuppote ill 
you hear your Brother Benjamin is landed: and my Bro- V5 
ther Foreſight's Daughter is come out of the Country —| 7. 


aſſure you, there's a Match talk d of by the old Popes 


L i'g 


Lo vv for Lo vx. 19 


Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaſt, as ſhe is a Land- 
Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed — T he 
Progeny will be all Oiters; he has been bred at Sea, 
and ſhe has never been out of the Country. 

Val. Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me no 
good, I'm ſure. 

Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my Brother Fore- 
fight has caſt both their Nativities, and prognoſticates 
an Admiral and an eminent Jultice of the Peace to be the 
Iſſue-Male of their two Bodies; tis the moſt ſuperſtitious 
old Fool! He would have perſuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky Day, and would not Jet me come abroad : But 
invented a Dream, and ſent him to Ariimedorus for In- 
terpretation, and ſo ſtole out to ſee you. Well, and what 
will you give me now ? Come, I muſt have ſomething. 

Val. Step into the next Room — And Tl give yon 
ſomething. | 

Scan. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 

Frail. Well, what will you all give me ? 

Val. Mine's a Secret. 

Frail. I thought you would give me ſomething, that 
would be a "Trouble ro you to keep. 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. | 
Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tat. I? My Soul, Madam. 

Frail. Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to do to 
tixe care of my own. Well; but l' come and fee you 


2 of theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great many 
Itures. 


Tat. T have a pretty good Collection at your Service, 
lome Originals. | 
af- Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and 


lhe Twelve Ceſars, paultry Copies ; and the Five Senſes, 
ete il repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he himfelt 
abe only Original you will ſee there. 
+ is Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 
9 Sean. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you 
oe vil believe him. n 
Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 
Tat. O Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Con- 


*Mplation. No Man but the Painter and myſelf was 
ger bleſs d with the Sight. Frait. 
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Frail. Well, but a Woman 
Tat. Nor Woman, till the conſented to have her Pic. 

ture there too for then ſhe is obliged to keep the Secret. 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd fee Pictures. 

Frail. You? 

Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, 
and moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like 
as at Kneller's. 

Frail. O lying Creature — Yalentine, does not helye? 
I can't believe a Word he ſays. 

Val. No, indeed, he ſpeaks T'ruth now: For as Tat!l: 
has Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, he 
has the Pictures of all that have refus'd him; if Satires, 
Deſcriptions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white — And 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both 
Men and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Aﬀec- 
tation, Wantonneſs, Inconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Dill: 
mulation, Malice, and Ignorance, all in one Piece. 
Then I can ſhew you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowar- 
diſe, Bragging, Leachery, Impotence, and Uglineß, WW to! 


in another Piece; and yet one of theſe 1s a celebrated 0 
1 and t'other a profeſs'd Beau. I have Paintings ing 
too, ſome pleaſant enough. mo 

Frail. Come, let's hear 'em. tha 


Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, cupping for ue 
a Complexion, and ſweating for a Shape. 

Frail. So. | : 

Scan. Then I have a Lady burning Brandy in 2 
Cellar with a Hackney-Coachman. 

Frail. O Devil! Well, but that Story 15 not true. 

Scan. have ſome Hieroglyphicks too, I have a Law. 
yer with a hundred Hands, wo Heads, and but one Face! 
a Divine with two F:.ces, and one Head; anc I kave 
a Soldier with his Brains in his Belly, and his Heart 
where his Head ſhould be. | 

Frail. And no Head ? 

Scan. No Head. : 

Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne ers 
Poet ? 

Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and ſel- 


ling Praiſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking his my 
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have another large Piece too, repreſenting a School, 
where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long 
Wigs, laced Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces; 
with Cat-calls in their Hands, and Hornbooks about 


their Necks. I have many more of this kind, very well 


painted, as you ſhall ſee, 
Frail, Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove you. 
Enter Jeremy. 
or Sir, here's the Steward again from your Father. 
al. III come to him — will you give me leave, III 
wait ON you 2 5 preſently. 

Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me to 
the Exchange © I muſt call my Siſter Foreſight there. 

Scan. Iwill; J have a Mind to your Siſter. 

Frail. Civil! 

Tat. I will; becauſe J have a Tendre for your Lady ſhip. 
Frail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my G. 
nion. 

Scan. Well, if Tartle entertains you, I have the bet- 
ter Opportunity to engage your Siſter. 

Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard Condi- 
bons to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 

Scan. I'll give an Account of you and your Proceed- 
ings. If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the 
moſt a Lover of any body that I know: You fancy 
that parting with your Eſtate will help you to your Miſ- 
ueſs — In my Mind, he is a thoughtleſs Adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth by ſelling Land; 
Ur win a Miſtreſs, with a laſing Hand. [Exeunt. 
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A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Enter Foreſight and Servant. 


Ire, H EY day! What, are all the Women of my 


Family abroad? Is not my Wife come 
me? Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter ? oat 
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Serv. No, Sir. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 
Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes. Is my Neice 
Angelica at home ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. | 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir, 

Serv. Sir ? 

Fore. | ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any 
thing ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, Sir, 
when the Crab was aſcending, and all my Affairs g9 
backward. 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fire. I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, and fore- 
tell, Sir. 


Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs ? 

Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they're none of en 
come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond 0 
ſeeing the Town — Marry, pray Heav'n they ha' given 
her any Dinner — Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, 0 
ſtrange ; Fil vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, many, 
and did you ever fee the like! 

Fore. Why, how now, what's the Matter ? 7 

Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, ; 


Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you have pu 5 
on one Stocking with the wrong Side outward. 8. 

Fore. Ha, how? Faith and Troth I'm glad of it, and if 
ſo I have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it Wl © 
may, very good Luck: Nay, I have had ſome Omens; 


I got out of Bed backwards too this Morning, without 
Premeditation ; pretty good that too: But then I ſtum— i 
bled coming down Stairs, and met a Weaſel ; bad Omen , 
thoſe ; fome bad, ſome good; our Lives are chequer: 


Mirth and Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, 7 
make up our Time — But in troth Lm pleas'd at . 4 
Stocking, very well pleas'd at my Stocking O, nete 
my Neice ! | Ne 
Enter Angelica. : ea 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait on bim, 


he's at leiſure — tis now 'T hree a Clock, a very g& 
Hour for Buſineſs, Mercury governs this Hour. 
| | n 1575." enn 
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Ant. 1s it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? 
Pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 
Fire. What, wou'd you be gadGing too? Sure all 
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Females are mad to-day It 1s of evil Portent, and 
bodes Miſchief to the Maſter of a Family — I remem- 
ber an old Prophecy written by Meſſabalub the Arabian, 
and thus tranflated by a Reverend BuckinghamſLire 
Bard: EY 

Ihen Houſewives all the Hou ſe for ſake, 

And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 
| Withouten Guile then be it ſaid, 
That Houſe doth Rond upon its Head ; 
And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 
Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 
Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit 
bf the Head 1s Horns Dear Neice, ſtay at home — 
or by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Huſband ; 


e Prophecy needs no Explanation. 
nr. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, 
Wh: 


ncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, 
y ſtaying at home. 

Fire. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman left, the. 
rophecy is not in full Force. 

Ang. But my Inclinations are in force; I have a mind 
go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, 
PV i take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to ere 
Scheme, and find who's in Conjunction with your 


1k, 


and e. Why don't you keep her at home, if you're jea- 
b 2 s of her when ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt 
<> Wi 2 little Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. 
dont he, I'm afraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, 
_ ba, „ 
m- re. Well, /Jill-flirt, are ve rt and always 
od culing that hes nes * | f 
4 Ang. Nay, Uncle, don't be angry — If you are, III 
1 W up all your falſe Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, 


im, It 
9000 


Ang 


c idle Divinations. Il ſwear you are a Nuſance to 
Neizhbourhood — What a Buſtle did you keep a- 
Inſt the laſt inviſtble -Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as 
tre for a Siege? What a World of Fire and Candle, 
tes and Tinder-boxes did you purchaſe ! one wou'd 
* thought we were ever after-to live under Ground, 
| or 
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or at leaſt making a Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit 
there all the dark Seafon. 

Fore. Why, you malapert Slut 

Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or T'll go on — 
Nay, I'll declare how you prophecy'd Popery was com- 
ing, only becauſe the Butler had miſlaid ſome of the 
Apoſtle Spoons, and thought they were loſt. Away 
went Religion and Spoon-meat together—Indeed, Uncle, 
III indi& you for a Wirard. 
OR How, Huſſy! was there ever ſuch a provoking 

inx! 

Nurſe. O merciful Father, how ſhe talks! 

Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful Mid- 
night Practices; you and the old Nurſe there 

Nurſe, Marry heav'n defend —1 at Midnight Prac- 
tices — O Lord, what's here to do? — I in unlawfil 
Doings with my Maſter's Worſhip —Why, did you eve 
hear the like now — Sir, did ever I do any thing with 
your Midnight. Concerns—but warm your Bed, and tuck 
you up, and ſet the Candle and your Tobacco-box, and 
your Urinal by you, and now and then rub the Soles . 
your Feet? — O Lord, I! 

Ang. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key: 
hole of the Cloſet, one Night, like Sau! and the Witch 
of Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking 
your Thumbs, to write poor innocent Servants Names 


in Blood, about a little Nutmeg-Grater which ſhe had n. 
forgot in the Caudle-Cup Nay, I know ſomething ops 
worſe, if I wou'd ſpeak of it | : 
Fore. | defie you, Huſſy; but Tl remember wy ; 
Tl be revenged on you, Cockatrice ; I'll hamper o By: 
— You have your Fortune in your own Hands — bi Un, 
I'll find a way to make your Lover, your Prodig: 
Spendtrift Gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I will. $, 
Ang. Will you ; I care not, but all ſhall out then 4 


Look to it Nurſe; I can bring witnefs that you hav 
a great unnatural Teat under your left Arm, and 
another; and that you ſuckle a young Devil in tl 
Shape of a 'T'abby Cat by turns; I can. y 
| N A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O. 
falſe ſſanderous Thing; feel, feel here, if I have 4 


thing but like another Chriſtian. (on 
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Fore. I will have Patience, ſince it is the Will of the 

Stars I ſhould be thus tormented — This is the Effect 
of the malicious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in the 
Third Houſe of my Nativity ; there the Curſe of Kin- 
dred was foretold — But I will have my Doors lock'd 

ep Ill puniſh you, not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe. 
Ang. Do, Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my Aunt 
) come home — You'll have a Letter for Alimony to- 
morrow Morning — Burt let me be gone firſt, and then 
let no Mankind come near the Houſe, but converſe with 
Spirits and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and 
the Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many horned 
Beaſts among the Twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds 
go to Heav | 

Fire. But there is but one Virgin among the twelve 
Signs, Spitfire; but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had to 
do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That makes 
my Aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How ? how ? is that the Reaſon ? Come, you 
know ſomething; tell me, and III forgive you; do, 
good Niece — Come, you ſhall have my Coach and 
Hories, — faith and troth you ſhall — Does my Wite 
complain 2 Come, I know Women tell one another — 
dhe is young and ſanguine, has a wanton Hazel Eye, and 
was born under Gemini, which may incline her to Society 
ſhe has a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an 
open Liberality on the Mount of Venus. | 

Ang. Hai, ha, ha. 

Fore. Do you laugh ?— Well, Gentlewoman, I'll — 
ei But come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor 
bug Uncle, tell me — won't you ſpeak! Odd III 
dig; N Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you — 

Arg. Good bw'ye Uncle — Call me a Chair — I'll 
ind out my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come 
ome. [Exeunt Angelica and Servant. 

Fore. I am fo perplex'd and vex'd, I'm not fit to re- 
Give him; I shall ſcarce recover myſelf before the Hour 
. Go, Nurſe, tell Sir Samp/in I'm ready 10. wait 
n him. 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. | Exit. 


B Fore. 
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Fore. Well — Why if I was born to be a Cuckold, 

there's no more to be ſaid 
Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper. 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy ; that's 
plain — here tis, I have it in my Hand, Old Ptolemy ; 
II make the ungracious Prodigal know who beget 
bim; I will, Old Noftrodamus. What, I warrant my 
Son thought nothing belong'd to a Father, but For- 
giveneſs and Affection; no Authority, no Correction, 
no Arbitrary Power; nothing to be done, but for him 
ro offend, and me to pardon. I warrant you, if he 
danced till Dooms-day, he thought I was to pay the 
Piper. Well, but here it is under Black and White, 
Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum ; that as ſoon as 
my Son Benjamin 1s arrived, he 1s to make over to him 
his Right of Inheritance. Where's my Daughter that , 
is to be — Ha! old Merlin! Body o' me, Im {6 
glad I'm revenged on this undutiful Rogue. 1 

F:re, Odſo, let me ſee? let me ſee the Paper — Ay, M , 
faith and troth, here 'tis, if it will but hold —T wiſh 
things were done, and the Conveyance made — When n 
was this ſign'd ? What Hour? Odfo, you ſhould have n 
conſulted me for the Time. Well, but we'll make ot 
halte 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my Son Ben ll B. 
will be in Town to-night — I have order'd my Lawyer 
to draw up Writings of Settlement and Jointure — All WF «; 
mall be done to-night — No matter for the Time; pr y- the 


thee, Brother Fore/ight, leave Superſtition — Pox o th Pa 
ime; there's no Time but the Time preſent, there's ve. 
no more to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is o Wl g. 
come will happen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the De- 
Stars by Night, why, we ſhall know one anothers 8 
Faces without the Help of a Candle, and that's all he dot 
Stars are good for. | = 
Fore. How, how, Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me 8.1, 
leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant Gan 
Sir Samp. | tell you I am wile ; and ſapzens dominabi- bor: 
tur aſtris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an /\r- We, 
gument to confound your Ephemeris — Ignorant !— eh 
tell you, I have travell'd, old Fircu, and know the Glove. Wl: ij, 
have ſeen the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at A- on 


Fare. 


night, and ſets at Noon-day. 
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Fore. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell'd in 
the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, 
and their Houſes. Can judge of Motions Direct and 
Retrograde, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines, and Oppe/i- 
tions, Fiery Trigons, and Aquatical Trigons. Rnow 
whether Life hall be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy, 
whether Diſeaſes are curable or incurable. If Journies 
ſhall be proſperous, Undertakings ſucceſsful ; or Goods 
ſtol'n recover d, I know 

Sir Samp. I know the Length of the Emperor of China's 
Foot; have kiſs'd the Great Mogul's Slipper, and rid a 
hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of Tartary — 
Body o' me, I have made a Cuckold of a King, and the 
preſent Majeſty of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. 

Fore. I know when Travellers lie or ſpeak Truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. 

Sir Samp. IJ have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuc- 
kold in the twinkling of a Star; and feen a Conjurer, 
that could not keep the Devil out of his Wife's Circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my Wiſe too? J 
mult be better inform d of this — [Afide.}] — Do you 
mean my Wite, Sir Sampſon? Tho' you made a Cuckold 
of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun 

Sir Samp. By the Horus of the Noon, you would ſay, 
en Brother Capricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mantle 
wil; Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of ce, 
„doo Liar of the firſt Magnitude. "Take back your 


tl Paper of Inheritance; ſend your Son to Sea again, I'll 
re's wed my Daughter to an FEyyprian Mummy, cre ſhe 
10 WF ball incorporate with a Contenmner of Sciences, and 2 
the Detamer of Virtue. 
«1 dir Smp. Body o me, I have gone too far; — I muit 
he vor provoke honeſt Albumazur. — An Fryptian Mum— 
4 mis an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty Hier oglyphick, 
* and may have Signitications of Futirity about him; 


Oaſbud, I would my Son were an Lgyftian Mummy 
or thy ſake. What, thou art not angry tor a Jeit, my 
Sood Haly — I reverence the Sun, Moon, and Stars 
with all my Heart — What, FI make thee a Preſent of 
: Mununy : Now I think on't, Body o' me, I have a 
Noulder of an Ezyptian King, that I purloin'd from one 
| B 2 
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of the Pyramids, powder'd with Hieroglyphicks ; thou 


ſhalt have it brought home to thy Houſe, and make an 
Entertainment for all the Philomaths, and Students in g 
Phylick and Aſtronomy in and about London. 5 
Tore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Sampſon? 7 

Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues ; ſhe's n 
the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: Nay, 42 


ſhe is more illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her WM ; 

Chaſtity without her Inconſtancy : *sbud I was but in Jeſt. 
Enter Jeremy. 

How now, who ſent for you? ha! what would you have? MW & 

Fire. Nay, if you were but in Jeſt — Who's that Fel- 
low ? I don't like his Phyſiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son 
Benjamin, hoh ? 

Jer. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter — tis the 
firſt time he has been abroad ſince his Confinement, and 
he comes to pay his Duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, Sir. 

Enter Valentine. 

Jer. He is here, Sir. 

Val. Your Blefling, Sir. 

Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir: I think I ſent it you 


01 
to-day in a Bill of four thouſand Pound: A great deal 4 } 
of Money, Brother Forefight. 8 

Fire. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of Money liey 
for a young Man; I wonder what he can do with it. } 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, ſodoT. — Hark ye, Valentine, if 8 
there be too much, refund the Superfluity ; doſt hear, Boy? WI 
al. Superfluity, Sir! it will ſcarce pay my Debts, — WM the 

I hope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige me / 
to thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſign d to. unn 
Sir Samp. Sir, how, I befeech you, what were you 81 
pleas'd to intimate, concerning Indulgence ? [do 
Lal. Why, Sir, that you would not go to the Extte-· l be 
mity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome | N 
Part.—— 6 
Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you — that's all, ha hon 


Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to aſk — But 11110 theſe 
you, out of fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas d to add un: 
ſhall be doubly welcome. the v 


If 
Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but 1 
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Piety, and my fatherly Fondneſs, wou'd fit like two Tal- 
lies. — Here's a Rogue, Brother Forefght, makes a Bar- 
gain under Hand and Seal in the Morning, and wou'd 
de releas'd from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, 
Dog, here's Conſcience and Honeſty ; this is your Wu 
now, this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wir, 
and have been a Bean, and may be a— Why, Sirrah, is 
it not here under Hand and Seal — Can you deny it ? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd ; I ſhall live to 
ſee you go up Holborn-Hill — Has he not a Rogue's 
Face? — Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phy ſiognomy, 
a hanging Look, to me — of all my Boys the moſt un- 
lie me; he has a damn'd Tyburn Face, without the Be- 
nefit o the Clergy. 

Fore. Hum — truly I don't care to diſcourage a young 
Man — he has a violent Death in his Face; but I hope 
no Danger of Hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this Ufage for your Son? — for that old 
weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at him; but 
you, Sir 

Sir Lamp. You, Sir; and you, Sir: — Why, who are 
you, Sir ? | 

Val. Your Son, Sir. 

vir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir; and I be- 
lieve not. 

Val. Faith, I hope not. | 

dir Samp. What, wou'd you have your Mother a 
Whore! Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear 
the like! Body o' me 

Val. J would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and 
unnatural Uſage. 

dir Samp. Excuſe ! Impuderice! Why, Sirrah, mayn't 
Ido what I pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? Did not 
1c- | beget you? And might not I have choſen whether 
Iwould have begot you or no? *Oons who are you ? 
Whence came you ? What brought you into the World? 
How came you here, Sir? here, to ſtand here, upon 
lteſe two Legs, and look erect with that audacious Face, 
ab? Anſwer me that? Did you come a Volunteer into 
de World? Or did I, with the lawful Authority of a 
luent, preſs you to the Service? 

B 3 Val. 
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Lal. T know no more why I came, than you do why 
you calld me. But here I am; and if you don't mean 
to provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you 
tound me. 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, trip, 
and go naked out of the World, as you came into't. 

Val. My Cloaths are ſoon put off: — But you muſt 
alto diveſt me of Reaſon, Thought, Paſſions, Inclinati- 
ons, Affections, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train 
of AttenCants that you begot along with me. 

vir Samp. Bocly o' me, waat a many-headed Monſter 
have ] propagated ! 

Val. | am of myſelf, a plain, eaſy, ſimple Creature 
and to be kept at ſmali Expence; but the Retinue that you 
gave me are craving and invincible ; they are ſo many 
Devils that you have rais'd, and will have Employment, 

Sir Samp. Oons what had I todo to get Children? WW wa 
— Can't a private Man be born without all theſe Fol- 
lowers? — Why nothing under an Emperor ſhould be 
born with Appetites — Why at this rate, a Fellow that Now 
has but a Groat in his Pocket, may have a Stomach ca- 
pable of a ten Shilling Ordinary. 

Jr. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; Ill make Oath 
of it before any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir amp. Here's a Corniorant too — 'Sheart this Fel- 
low was not born with you — I did not beget him, did 
I? 


Jer. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might Wyo 
have begot me too: — Nay, and to tell your Woribip Mers 
another Truth, I believe you did, for J find I was born ou 
wich thoſe fame Whoreſon Appetites too, that my Ma- Nor 
ter ſpeaks of. | = ” 

Sir Samp. Why look you there now — I'll maintain it, 
that by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought 10 
have been born without a Palate. — 'Sheart, what itould 
he do with a diſtinguiſhing Taſte ? — I warrant nov 
he'd rather eat a Pheaſant than a Piece of poor Jahn 
and ſmell, now; why I warrant he can ſmell, and loves 
Perfumes above à Stink. — Why there's it; and Mulich 
don't vou love Muſick, Scoundrel ? 


Fer. Yes, I have a reatonable good Ear, Sir, ast0 Jeet 
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and Country Dances; and the like! I don't much mat- 
ter your Solo's or Sonata's, they give me the Splecn. 
Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound 
ou— Solo's or Sonata's! Oons, whole Son are you? 
— were you engender'd, Muck-worm ? 
er. I am, by my Father, the Son of a Chair-man ; 
my Mother ſold Oyſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in 
Summer; and I came up Stairs into the World; for I 
| was born in a Cellar. 
| Fore. By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out of 
the World too, Friend. 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were anatomiz'd now, 
and difſeted, he has Veſſels of Digeſtion and Con- 
coction, and ſo forth, large enough tor the Inſide of a 
Cardinal — this Son of a Cucumber. — Theſe Things are 
unaccountable and unreaſonable — Body o' me, why 
was I not a Bear, that my Cubs might have lived upon 
ſucking their Paw? Nature has been provident only 
to Bears and Spiders ; the one has its Nutriment in his 
own Hands, and t'other fpins his Habitation out of 
his own Entrails. | 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
Neceſſities of my Nature; if I had my right of Inheritance. 


/ 


Pound? —if I had it again, I would not give thee a 
Grout — What, would'ſt thou have me turn Pelican, and 
ſeed thee out of my own Vitals ? — Sheart, live by 
your Wits— You were always fond of the Wits — Now 
ers fee, if you have Wit enough to keep yourtelf — 
Your Brother will be in Town to-night, or to-morrow 
la WWlorning, and then look you perform Covenants, and fo 
or Friend and Servant — Come, Brother Foreſight. 
1 It, [Exeunt Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 
fer. I told you what your Viſit would come to. 
Val. 'Tis as much as I expected — I did not come to 
e him, I came to Angelica: But fince ſhe was gone 
broad, it was eaſily turn'd another Way ; and at leaft 
ord well on my Side: What's here? Mrs. Forefight and 
Is. Frail? they are earneſt — Ill avoid 'em Come this 
ay, and go and enquire when Angelica will return. 
[Exennt. 
B 4 Enter 


Sir Samp. Again! Oons han't you four thouſand 


* 


32 Lovs for Lo vx. 


Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 1 
Frail. What have you to do t6 watch me? — life, 
Fil do what I pleaſe. 


Mrs. Fore. You will ? 

Frail. Yes marry will I — A great Piece of Bufineſ 
to go to Covent-Garden-Square in a Hackney-Coach, and 
take a Turn with one's Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay two or three Turns, I'll take my Oath, 

Frail. Well, what if J took twenty —T warrant, if you n) 
had been there, it had been only innocent Recreation. — 
Lord, where's the Comfort of this Lite, if we can't have F. 


the Happinels of converſing where we like ? C 
Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home? — I own WW yc 
it, I think there's no Happineſs like converſing with an 
agreeable Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think 
but your Converſation was very innocent : but the Place 
is publick, and to be ſeen with a Man in a Hackney- Bc 
Coxch is ſcandalous : What if any body elſe ſhould have 
ſeen you alight, as I did? — How can any body be hap- WW he 
py, while they're in perpetual Fear of being feen and 
ceniur'd ? — Befides it would not only reflect upon you, WF thi 
Silter, but me. Fe 
Frail. Pooh, here's a Clutter — Why ſhould it reſſed 
upon you? — I don't doubt but you have thought your- Wi an 
lelf happy in a, Hackney-Coach before now. — If 1 had i vi 
gone to Knights-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring-Gar- Wh an 
den, or Barn-Elms with a Man alone — ſomething might | 
have been ſaid. W. 
Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places? ge 
What do you mean, Sitter ? dec 
Frail. Was I? what do you mean ? | 
Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe Place. 
Frail. 1 at a worſe Place, and with a Man! der 
Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the tell 
Wortd's-End. the 
« Frail. The World's-End! What, do you mean 10888 anc 
banter me ? 12 
Mrs. Fore. Poor Innocent! You don't know that there tun 
is a Place call'd the World's-End ? T ſwear you c abc 


keep your Countenance purely, you'd make an admirad nig 
Player. 


Frail, 
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Trail. Tl ſwear you have a great deal of Confidence, 
and in my Mind too much for the Stage. 
Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has moſt ; 
you never were at the World's-End ? ; 
Frail. No. 
Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face? 
| Frail. Your Face ! what's your Face? 
Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as good a Face as your's. 
Frail. Not by a dozen Years wearing. — But I do de- 
vy it 4x wag, to your Face then. ; 
= Mrs. Fore. I'll allow you now to find Fault with my 
e Face; for I'll ſwear your Impudence has put me out of 
Countenance ; — but look you here now; — where did 
you loſe this Gold Bodkin ? — Oh Sitter, Siſter ! 

Frail. My Bodkin ! 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, tis yours, look at it. 

Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find this 
Bodkin ? — Oh Sitter, Siſter ! — Siſter every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I could not diſcover 
her, without betraying myſelf. — Aide. 

Frail. I have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter, that one 
ſhould take great care, when one makes a Thruſt in 
Fencing, not to lye open one's ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter : Well, ſince all's out, 
and, as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do 
what is often done in Duels, take care of one another, 
and grow better Friends than before. 

Frail. With all my Heart, ours are but flight Fleſh- 
Wounds, and if we keep them from Air, not at all dan- 
gerous: Well, give me your Hand in token of Siſterly 
Secreſie and Affection. 

Mrs. Fore. Here 'tis with all my Heart. 

Frail. Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip and Conſi- 
dence, I'll acquaint you with a Deſign that I have: To 
tell Truth, and ſpeak openly one to another, I'm afraid 
theWorld has obſerved us more than we have obſervedone 
another. You have a rich Huſband, and are provided for ; 
am at a loſs, and have no great Stock either of For- 
ne or Reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply 
about me. Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to- 
night; and by the Account I have heard of his Educa- 
uon, can be no Conjurer Me Eſtate you know is to be 


made 
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made Over to him : — Now if I could wheedle him, SiC. 
ter, ha? You underſtand me ? 

Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
wy Power — And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough; my aukward Daughter-in-law, who you 
know 1s deſignd to be his Wife, is grown fond of Mr. Far- 
tle; now if we can improve that, and make her have an 
Averſion for the Booby, it may go a great way towards 
his liking you. Here they come together ; and let us 
contrive ſome way or other to leave em together. 

| Enter Tattle and Miſs Prue. 

Miſs. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl — Beſides, I 
have told you, you muſt not call me Mother. 

Miſs. What muſt I call you then? are you not my 
Father's Wife ? 

Mrs. Fore. Madam ; you muſt fay, Madam — By my 
Soul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
Girl call me Mother — Well, but Miſs, what are you ſo 
overjoy d at. 

Miſs. Look you here, Madam, then, what Mr. Tatt!: 
has given me— Look you here, Couſin, here's a Snuff- 
box; nay, there's Snuff in't; — here, will you have any 
— Oh good! how ſweet it is — Mr. Tattle is all over 
wweet ; his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, — 
and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than 
Roſes — Smell him, Mother, Madam, I mean — He 
gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. 

| Tat. O tie, Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Miſs. Yes; I may tell my Mother — And he ſays he"! 
give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo — Oh pray lend 
me your Handkerchief — Smell, Corfin ; he ſays, hel 
give me ſomething that will make my Smocks ſmell this 
way — Is not it pure? — It's better than Lavender, mun 
— I'm reſolved I won't let Nurſe put any more Laven- 
der among my Smocks — ha, Couſin? 

Frail. Fie, Miſs ; amongſt your Linen, you mull 
lay — You mult never ſay * 

M.. Why, it is not Bawdy, is it. Couſin ? 2 

Tat. Oh, Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miß 


eu muſt not find Fault with her pretty Simplicity, gh 
| c 
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comes her ſtrangely — pretty Miſs, don't let em per- 

ſuade you out of your e 4 | 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you, Toad — I wiſh you don't 
ſuade her out of her Innocency. 


Tat. Who I, Madam? — O Lord, how can your 


Ladyſhip have ſuch a Thought — ſure you don't know 
me ? 
Frail. Ah Devil, fly Devil— He's as cloſe, Siſter, as 
| a Confeſſor — He thinks we don't obſerve him. 
Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he could find out 
a freſh harmleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, preſently. 
Tat. Upon Reputation 
| Mrs. Fore. They're all ſo, Siſter, theſe Men — they 
love to have the ſpoiling of a young Thing, they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, or ol ſeeing 
2 new Play the firſt Day — I warrant it would break Mr. 
Tattle's Heart, to think that any body elſe ſhould be be- 
forehand with him. 

Tat. Oh Lord, I (wear I wou'd not for the World — 

Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you ? — You'd 
be hang'd before you'd conteſs — we know you — ſhe's 
very pretty! Lord! what pure red and white! — the 
looks ſo wholetome ; — ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I 
fancy if I were a Man 

Mi. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. 

Mrs. Fore. Hark'ee, Siſter — by my Soul the Git! is 
ſpoil d already — d'ye think ſhe'll ever endute a great 
lubberly Tarpawlin — Gad I warrant you, ihe won't 
let him come near her, after Mr. Tale. 

Frail. O' my Soul, I'm afraid not — eh! filthy Crea- 
ture, that ſmells all of Pitch and Jar — Devil take you, 
you confounded Toad — why did you fee her, bciore 
ſhe was married ? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him — my Huſband 
will hang us — he'll think we brought 'em acquainted. 

Frail. Come, faith let us be gone — If my Brother 
Fuefight ſhould find us with them, he'd think fo, ſure 
enough, 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd — But then leaving 'em to- 
gether is as bad — And he's ſuch a ſly Devil, he'll ne- 
ver miſs an Opportunity. 

Frail. 1 don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 


CY we . . 


3 
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Mrs. Fore. Well, if you ſhou'd, Mr. Tattle you! 
have a World to anſwer for: remember I wa my 
Hands of it, I am thoroughly innocent. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Foreſight and Frail, 

Miſs. What makes 'em go away, Mr. Tale What 
do they mean; do you know ? 

Tat. Yes, my Dear — I think I can gueſs — But hang 
me if I know the Reaſon of it. 

Miſs. Come, muſt not we go too ? 

Tat. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Miſs. No! what then? What ſhall you and I do to- 
gether ? 

Tat. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs ; will 
you let me make Love to you ? 

Miſs. Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Tat. Frank, I'gad, at leaſt. What a Pox does Mrs, 
Foreſight mean by this Civility ? Is it to make a Fool of 
me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good Mor4li- 
ty, and do as ſhe would be done by — Gad I'll under- 
ſtand it ſo. | Aldi. 

Miſs. Well; and how will you make Love to me — 
Come, I long to have you begin — muſt I make Love 
too? You mult tell me how. 

Tat. You muſt let me ſpeak, Miſs, you muſt not ſpeak 
firſt; I muſt aſk you Queſtions, and you muſt anſwer. 

Miſs. What is it like the Catechiſm ? — Come then 
aſk me. 

Tat. D'ye think you can love me ? 

Miſs. Yes. 

Tat. Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes already; ! 
ſhan't care a Farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Miſs. What muſt I fay then ? 

Tat. Why you muſt ſay No, or You believe not, or 
You can't tell 

Miſs. Why, muſt I tell a Lie then? 

Tat. Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bred Per- 
ſons lie — Beſides, you are a Woman, you muſt never 
ſpeak what you think: Your Words muſt contradict your 
Thoughts; but your Actions may contradict your 
Words. So, when I aik you if you can love me, you 
muſt ſay no, but you muſt love me too — If I tell you, 


you are handſome, you muſt deny it, and fay 1 * 
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du — But you muſt think yourſelf more charming than 
| peak you — And like me, for the Beauty which I fay 
you have, as much as if I had it myſelf — If I aſk you 
to kiſs me, you mult be angry, but you muſt rot retuſe 
me. If I aſk you for more, you mutt be more angry — 
but more complying ; and as ſoon as ever I make you ſay 
you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold your Tongue. 

Miſs. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure — I like it better 
than our old-taſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking one's 
Mind — and muſt not you lie too: 

Tat. Hum — Yes — but you muſt believe I ſpeak 
Truth. 

Miſs. O Gemini! well, I always had a great Mind to 
tell Lies — but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a Sin. 

Tat. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me 
WE happy by giving me a Kits ? 
Mi. No, indeed; I'm angry at you 
; [ Runs and hifſes him. 
Tat. Hold, hold, that's pretty well — but you ſhould 


not have given it me, but have ſuffer d me to have taken 
i. 


Miſs. Well, we'll do it again. 

Tat. With all my Heart — Now then, my little An- 
pel. | [Kiſſes her. 
Miſs. Piſh. 

Tat, That's right — again my Charmer. [Kifees again. 

Miſs. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tat. Admirable! That was as well as if you had been 
born and bred in Covent Garden. — And won't you ſhew 
me, pretty Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? 

Miſs. No, indeed won't I: But I'll run there, and 
tide myſelf from you behind the Curtains. 
or Tat. Tl follow you. 

Miſs. Ah, but I'll hold the Door with both Hands, 


and be angry; and you ſhall puth me down before 
cr- Wh you come in. 


ver Tat. No, T'll come in firſt, and puſh you down after- 
bur Wards. 
pur Miſs. Will you? then I'll be more angry, and more 


ou emplying. | 
Du, Tat. Then I'll make you cry out. 
Miſs, Oh but you ſhan't, tor IA hold my Tongue — 


Tat. 
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Tat. Oh my dear, apt Scholar. 
| Miſs. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than 


you. [Exit Miſs, 
Tat. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as III purſue. 
[Exit after ber, 


SEZEZEESSSES AA SSA 


* r en. 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. ISS, Miss, Miſs Prus — Mercy on me, 
marry and Amen. Why, what's become 
of the Child ? — Why Miſs, Miſs Fore/ight — Sure ſhe 


has lock'd herſelf up in her Chamber, and gone to ſleep, f 
or to Prayers; Miſs, Miſs, I hear her — Come to your 
Father, Ghild, open the Door — Open the Door, Mii 
— T hear you cry huſht Oh Lord, who's there? peeps.) WM thi 
What's here to do? — O the Father! a Man with her! 
— Why, Miſs, I fay; God's my Life, here's fine Do- 
ings towards — O Lord, we're all undone — © you 
young Harlotry, [knocks ] Od's my Life, won't you open Ga 
the Door? I'll come in the back way. Exit. a v 
Tattle and Miſs at the Door. 4 
Miſs. O Lord, ſhe's coming — and ſhe'll tell my Fa- pra; 
ther; what ſhall I do now? $, 
Tat. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtay'd two Minutes or: 
longer, I ſhould have wiſh'd for her coming. T, 
Miſs. O dear, what ſhall I fay ? Tell me, Mr. Tatts, Wu 
tell me a Lie. 95 
Tat. There's no occaſion for a Lie; I could never tell Herſe 
a Lie to no purpoſe — But ſince we have done nothing 7: 
we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I hear her — III leave WF! of 
you together, and come off as you nn. hat 
| [Thrufts her in, and ſhuts the Du ud 


Enter Valentine, Scandal, and Angelica. 
Ang. You can't accuſe me of Inconitancy ; I nee 
told you that I loved you. * 
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Val. But I can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for not 
telling me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty ; I ne- 
yer had Concern enough to aſk myſelſ the Queſtion. 

Scan. Nor good Nature enough to anſwer him that 
did aſk you. I'll ſay that for you, Madam. 

Ang. What, are you ſetting up for good Nature? 

Scan. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Women 
do for ill Nature. 

Ang. Perſuade your Friend, that it is all AﬀeQation. 

Scan. I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion : For 
| know no effectual Difference between continued Affee- 
tation and Reality. 

Tat. coming up.] Scandal, are you in private Diſ- 
courſe, any thing of Secrecy ? [Aſide to Scandal. 

Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of 
Angelica's Love to Valentine ; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tat. No, no, not a Syllable — I know that's a Secret, 
for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? J heard you ſay ſome- 
thing was whiſper'd every where. | 

Scan. Your Love of Valentine. 

Ang. How ! 

Tat. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyſhip — 
Gad take me, I beg your Pardon — for I never heard 
xi. Na Word of your Ladythip's Paſſion, 'till this Inſtant 

Ang. My Paſſion! And who told you of my Paſſion, 
Fa- Wprav, Sir? 

Scan, Why, is the Devil in you? Did not ] tell it you 
for a Secret ? | 

Tat. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs. 
| San. Is that your Diſcretion ? truſt a Woman with 
herſelf ? 

Tat. You ſay true, I beg your Pardon — T'll bring 
off — It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, 
hat a Perſon of your Ladyſhip's Wit and Gallantry, 
ould have ſo long received the paſſionate Addreſſes of 
de accompliſh'd Valentine, and yet remain infen- 
We; therefore you will pardon me, if from a juſt woun 
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of his Merit, with your Ladyſhip's good Judgment, J 
form'd the Ballance of a reciprocal Affection. 

Val. O the Devil, what damn'd coſtive Poet has given 
thee this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? 

Ang. I dare (wear you wrong him, it is his own — And 
Mr. 72710 only judges of the Succeſs of others, from 
the Effects of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Tarte 
was never deny'd any thing in his Life. 

Tat. O Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral Times. 

Ang. I iwear I don't think 'tis poſſible. 

Tat. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the 8 
moſt cruelly uſed by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. a 

Tat. No, I hope not — 'tis as much Ingratitude to f 
own ſome Favours, as to conceal others. V 

Val. There, now it's out. | 1 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you ne 
had never afk'd any thing, but what a Lady might mo- 
deſtly grant, and you conteſs. 

Scan. So faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now you 
may go brag ſomewhere elſe. 

Tat. Brag ! O Heavens! Why, did I name any body? 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on't. 

Tat. Not in my Power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputation in 
my n 

Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? [Aid 

Tat. Faith, Madam you're in the right; no more! 
have, as I hope to be ſaved ; I never had it in my Pov- 
er to ſay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Lite - 
For as I was telling you, Madam, I have been the 
moſt unſucceſsful Creature living, in things of that N- 


ture, and never had the good Fortune to be truſted onc 7 
with a Lady's Secret; not once. Guil 
Ang. No! | e 
Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. a W 


Scan. And I'll anſwer for him; for I'm ſure if he had 
he wou'd have told me; I find, Madam, you don 
know Mr. Tattle. 

Tat. No indeed, Madam; you don't know me at : 


I fin 
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find: For ſure my intimate Friends would have 
known 

Ang. Then it ſeems you wou'd have told, if you had 
been truſted. 

Tat. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put — Never 
have told Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 
talk'd as of a third Perſon — or have introduced an Amour 
of my own, in Converſation, by way of Novel: But ne- 
ver have explain'd Particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattle's 
Secrecy, if he was never trulled ? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes — The thing is proverbi- 
ally ſpoken ; but may be apply'd to him. — As if we 
ſhould ſay in general Terms, he only is ſecret who ne- 
ver was truſted ; a Satyrical Proverb upon our Sex — 
There's another upon yours — As ſhe 1s chaſte who was 
never aſk d the Queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly : *Tis 
hard to tell, whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more 
obliged to you. For you found her Virtue upon the 
Backwardneſs of the Men; and his Secrecy, upon the 
Miſtruſt of the Women. 

Tat. Gad, it's very true, Madam; I think we are o- 
bliged to acquit Ad for my Part — But your 
Ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt 

Ang. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a 
great deal of Temptation. | 

Tat. And i'gad, I have given ſome Temptation that 
has not been reſiſted. 

Val. Good. . 

Ang. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, 
bow fruitleſs he has found his Endeavours, and to con- 
fels all his Sollicitations and my Denials. 

Val. T am ready to plead, Not guilty, for you; and 
Guilty, for myſelf. . 
Scan. So, why this is fair, here's Demonſtration with 

a Witneſs, 

Tat. Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent — But I con- 
els I have had Favours from Perſons — But as the Fa- 
Vours are numberleſs, fo the Perſons are nameleſs. 
all, Scan. Pooh, this proves nothing. 

d Tar. No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, and 
| Rings ; 


1ad, 
On! 
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Rings; and if there be occaſion for Witneſſes, I can 
ſummon the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all the 
Porters at Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden, the Door-keey. 
ers at the Play-Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontact's, 
the Rummer, Spring Garden, my own Landlady and Ja. 
let de Chambre ; all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive 
more Letters than the Secretary's Office; and that] 
have more Vizor-Maiks to enquire for me, than eve 
went to ſee the Hermaphrodite, or the naked Prince 
And it is notorious that in a Country-Church, once, an 
Enquiry being made, who I was, it was anſwer'd, I wa 
the famous Tattle, who had ruin'd ſo many Women. 

Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick-name 
of the Great Turk. 

Tat. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the Pa. 
riſh — The next Sunday all the old Women kept their 
Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not half his 
Congregation. He wou'd have brought me into the 
Spiritual Court, but I was revenged upon him, for he 
had a handſome Daughter whom I initiated into ihe 
Science. But I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd 
of in Town — And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be 
nameleſs, in a raging Fit of Jealouſy, came down in het 
Coach and fix Horſes, and expoſed herſelf upon my Ac: 
count: Gad, I was ſorry for it with all my Heart — You 
know whom mean — You know where we raftled—— 
Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Val. Sdeath, are you not aſham'd ? 

Ang. O barbarous! I never heard fo infolent a Piect 
of Vanity — Fie, Mr. Tattle — I'll ſwear I could not have 
believed it — Is this your Secrecy ! 

Tat. Gad fo, the Heat of my Story carry'd me beyond 
my Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry's 
her beyond her Reputation — But I hope you don't k 
whom I mean; for there were a great many Ladies 
raffled — Pox on't, now could I bite off my Tongue. 

Scan. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more — 
Come, I'll recommend a Song to you upon the Hint d 
my two Proverbs, and I fee one in the next Room tha 
will ſing it. | [Goes to the Dun 

Tat. For Heaven's ſake, if you do guels, ſay nothing; 
Gad, I'm very unfortunate, 


Re-enter 
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| Re-enter Scandal with one to Sing. 


Scan. Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt new Play. 


| 3 ON 6: 


Set by Mr. Jobn Eccles. 


J. 
A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray i; 
The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been betray'd : 
heir Intent wwas to try if his Oracle knew 
era Nymph that was chaſte, or a Swain that Twas true. 


II. 
Apollo was mute, and had like ; have been pos d, 
but ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos d. 
e alone won't betray, in whom none will confide, 


nd the Nymph may be chaſte, that has never been try'd. 


nter Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs Prue, and Servant. 
Sir Lamp. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? 
Dad, I'm glad on't: Where is he? I long to ſee him. 
ow, Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my Son Ben — Body o' me, 
es the Hopes of my Family — I han't ſeen him-theſe 
ree Years — I warrant he's grown — Call him in, bid 
im make haſte — I'm ready to cry for Joy. 

; [Exit Servant. 
Frail. Now, Miſs, you ſhall ſee your Huſband. 
Miſs. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Huſband. 

[Afide to Frail. 

Frail. Huſh : Well he ſhan't, leave that to me — Tl 
ckon Mr. Tattle to us. 
Ang. Won't you ſtay and fee your Brother ? 
Val. We are the 'Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one 
phere ; when he riſes I muſt ſet — Beſides, it I ſhould 
ay, I don't know but my Father in good Nature may 
els me to the immediate ſigning, the Deed of Convey- 
of my Eſtate ; and I'll defer it as long as I can — 
ell, you'll come to a Reſolution. . 
Anz. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I ſhall 
yer have one. ; 
Scan. 
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Scan. Come, Valentine, Vil go with you; Tue ſome- | 
thing in my Head to communicate to you. Bo 
| [ Exeunt Valentine and Scandal, | 

Sir Samp. What, is my Son Vulentine gone? What, WM the 


is he ſneak'd off, and wou'd not fee his Brother ? There's 
an unnatural Whelp! There's an ill- natured Dog! What, Wl Z+ 
were you here too, Madam, and cou'd not keep him! ] 


Cou'd neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection fire 
oblige him. Odſbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to Wl fait 
bim; he is not worth your Conſideration. The Rogue WE boa 


bas not a Drachm oi generous Love about him: All 7 
Intereſt, all Intereſt; he's an undone Scoundrel, and 5 
courts your Eſtate: Body o' me, he does not care a 8 
Doit for your Perſon. fincy 


Ang. Tm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon; for if } 
ever I cou'd have liked any thing in him, it ſhould have = 
been his Eſtate too : But ace that's gone, the Bait's of, Bro. 
and the naked Hook appears. 8 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, well ſpoken; and you are a wife 
Woman than I thought you were: For moſt young We- 
men now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked Hook. 

Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eſtate 
with any Man, and for any Man with a good Eſtate: 


Therefore if 1- were obliged to make a Choice, I declare &. 
I'd rather have you than your Son. Not 1 
Sir Samp. Faith and. Troth you're a wiſe Woman, and Be 
I'm glad to hear you ſay fo; I was afraid you were Eat. 
Love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry for ufer 
with all my Heart. Hang him, Mungrel ; caſt him off; Wind 
you ſhall fee the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Loet kat 
to ſome deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for Suſtenance Warr 
Odd, I love to ſee a young Spendthrift forced to cling WF 7: 
to an old Woman for Support, like Ivy round a deav Went 
Oak; Faith I do; I love to ſee 'em hug and cotton 10-W 5+ 
gether like Down upon a Thiſtle. e fo! 
Enter Ben Legend; and Servant. be 8 

Ben. Where's Father? ou u 
Serv. There, Sir; his Back's towards you. 1 
Sir Samp. My Son Ben! Bleſs thee, my dear Boy coul 
body o me, thou art heartily welcome. May 
Ben. Thank you, Father, and I'm glad to fee yo. de 

| Sir Sant ben 
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Sir Lamp. Odſbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee: Kiſs me, 
Boy; kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Kiſſes him. 

Ben. So, ſo, enough Father — Mets, I'd rather kits 
theſe Gentlewomen. 

Sir Samp. And fo thou ſhalt — Mrs. Angelica, my Son 


Ben. 

Ben. Forſooth if you pleaſe — [Salutes her.] Nay, Mi- 
ſtreſs, I'm not for dropping Anchor here; about Ship i' 
faith — [Kiſſes Frail. ] Nay, and you too, my little Cock- 
boat —— 10 - [Kiffes Miſs. 

Tat. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

| Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary League, Ben, 
fince I ſaw thee. | 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! been far enough, an that be all 

: —\Vell Father, and how do all at home? How does 

" Wbrother Dick, and Brother al? 

dir Samp. Dick! Body o me, Dick has been dead theſe 
two Years: I writ you word, when you were at Leghorn. 
Ben. Mefs, that's true: Marry | had forgot. Dic#'s 
lead, as you fay — Well, and how? I have a many 
Queſtions to aſk you; well, you ben't marry'd again, 
Father, be you? 

dir Samp. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
not marry for thy ſake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignifie? — an you marry 
Again — Why then Il go to Sea again, fo there's one 
or other, an that be all — Pray don't let me be your 
Hindrance ; e'en marry a God's Name, an the Wind fit 
hat way. As for my Part, may-hap I have no Mind to 
marry, 


Frail. That would be pity, ſuch a handſome young 
entleman. 

ben. Handſome, he, he, he; nay, forſooth, an you 
e for joking, III joke with you, for I love my Jeſt an 
de Ship were ſinking, as we ſayn at Sea. But I I tell 
ou why I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony. I love 
droam about from Port to Port, and from Land to Land. 


0) WF £0uld never abide to be Port- bound, as we call it: Now 

Man that is marry'd, has, as it were, d'ye ſee, his Feet 
u. be Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get em out again 
an ben be would. 


Sir 


46 Love for Lo vx. 


Sir Samp. Ben's a Wag. | 

Ben. A Man that is marry'd, d'ye fee, is no more like 
another Man, than a Gally-flave is like one of vs free 
Sailors; he is chain'd to an Oar all his Life; and may. 
hap be forced to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only: 
little rough; he wants a little poliſhing. 

Frail. Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, i 
plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd like ſuch a Humour in 
Huſband extremely. 

Ben. Say'n you fo forſooth? Marry and I ſhould lit 
ſuch a handſome Gentlewoman for a Bedfellow huzely, 
How ſay you, Miſtreſs, would you like going to Seca! 
Meſs, you're a, tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you wen 
but as weil mann'd. 

Frail. 1 ſhould not doubt that, if you were Maſter 
me. 

Ben. But Il tell you one thing, an you come to Sex in 
a high Wind, or that, Lady You mayn't carry fo mud 
Sail o' your Head — Top and I op-gallant, by the Me 

Frail. No, why fo? 

Ben. Why an you do, you may run the riſk to be over 
ſet; and then you will carry your Keel above Wate 
he, he, he. 

Ang. 1 ſwear, Mr. on no is the verrieſt Wag in N 
ture; an abſolute Sea-Wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you be 
fore, they want a little poliſhing. You mult not tall 
any thing ill, Madam. 

Ben. No, 1 hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; 


mean all in good Part: For if I give a Jeſt, Ill rake g F. 
Jeſt: And ſo ſorſooth you may be as free with me. 44 
Ang. 1 thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended wy 
But, methinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhould leave him alon 15 
with his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tatile, we muſt not hinder Lover G 
Tat. Well, Miſs, I have your Promiſe. [Aide to Mit 1 ba 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, Madam you ſay true: i 
Look you, Ben, this is your Miſtreſs, — Come, 1i/;, 10888. 9% 
muſt not be ſhame-faced, we'll leave you together. 4 
Miſs. I can't abide to be leſt alone, mayn't my Could © 
ſtay with me ? | * 


Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 4 
* 1 
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Ben. Look you, Father, may-hap the young Woman 
nayn't take a liking to me. 
Sir Samp. I warrant thee, Boy: Come, come, we'll 
e gone; III venture that. [Exeunt all but Ben and Mliſs. 
Ben. Come, Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? 
or an you ſtand aſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple 
ywether—Come, I'll haule a Chair; there, an you pleaſe 
o fit, I'll fat by you. 
Miſs. You need not fit fo near one. If you have any 
ing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 
Ben. Why, that's true, as you fay, nor I an't dumb; I 
n be heard as far as another — II heave off to pleaſe 
pu | fits farther off!] An we were a League aſunder, 
d undertake to hold Diſcourſe with you, an 'twere not 
main high Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Look 
u forſooth, Jam, as it were, bound for the Land of 
atrimony ; 'tis a Voyage, d ye ſee, that was none of m 
eking, I was commanded by Father; and if you like 
it, may-hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How 
y you, Miſtreſs ? The ſhort of the thing is this, that if 
bu like me, and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in 
Hammock together. | 
Miſs. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
re to ſpeak with you at all. 
Ben. No! I'm ſorry for that — But pray why are you 
ſcornful ? 
Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one 
d better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't 
a Lie for the Matter. 
hen. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a Folly to 
For to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the con- 
ry way, is, as it were, to look one way, and to row 
oer. Now, for my Part, d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying 
ugs above Board, I'm not for keeping any thing un- 
( Hatches, — ſo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay 
a God's Name, there's no harm done. May-hap you 
be ſnamfaced, ſome Maidens tho'f they love a Man 
enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face: 
at's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. 
Miſs. But I'm ſure it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak, ſooner 
n you ſhould believe that; and Ill ſpeak Truth, 
one ſhould always tell a Lie to a Man; 40 1 
4 on't 
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don't care, let my Father do what he will; I'm to 
big to be whipt; ſo I'll tell you plainly, I don't like you, 
nor love you at all, nor never will, that's more: 80 
there's your An{wer for you; and don't trouble me ng 
more, you ugly Thing. 

Ben. Look you, young Woman, you may learn t 
give good Words, however. I ipoke you fair, d'ye ſee 
and civil — As for your Love, or your Liking, I dont 
value it of a Rope's End; And may-hap I like you 
little as yon do me: — What I ſaid was in Obedience! 
Father. Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you d 
But I tell you one thing, if you ſhould give ſuch Lan 
guage at Sea, you'd have a Cat o' Nine-tails laid cro 
your Shoulders. Fleſh! who are you ? You heard t 
ther handſome young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, « 
her own Accord : Whatever you think of yourſelf, Gad 
don't think you are any more to compare to her, than 
Can of Small- beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

Miſs. Well, and there's a handſome Gentleman, and 
fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, that was here 
that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſeal 
to me any more he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, he wil 
you great Sea-Calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-weather Spark tha 
was here juſt now? Will he thraſh my Jacket ? —Let 
— let'n — But an he comes near me, may-hap I may giv 
a Salt Eel for's Supper for all that. hat does Fathe 
mean, to leave me alone, as ſoon as I come home, wit 
ſuch a dirty Dody, — Sea-Calf? I an't Calf enoug! 
to lick your chalk'd Face, you Cheeſe-curd you: Man 
thee ! Oons P'll marry a Lapland Witch as foon, and liv 
upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd Veſſels. 

Miſs. 1 won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be abuſe 
thus, fo I won't —If I were a Man — [Cries]—you cur 
not talk at this Rate = No you durſt not, you ſtinking 
Tar-barrel. 

Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. Fore, They have quarrell'd, juſt as we cou'd wil 

Ben.  Tar-barrel ? Let your Sweet-heart the:c ca!l m 
ſo, if he'll take your Part, your Tom Eſſence, aud If 
ſomething to him: Gad I'll lace his Muſk Doublet for A 
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Fil make him ftink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a Weaſel 

than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha' done with en I 
Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Miſs ? What, 

does ſhe cry ? — Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to 

? 

Fn Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll 
ſhe has been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, 
d now at rains out at her Eyes. 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tell 
ne, poor Child. 
Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do? there's my Brother 

Pirefight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
is down into the Parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Benjamin 

ntomy Chamber, for they muſt not know that they 
re fallen out. — Come, Sir, will you venture yourſelf 
rith me? [ Looking kindly on him. 
Ben. Venture? Meſs, and that I will, tho' 'twere to 
dea in A Storm. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 
Sir Lamp. I left 'em together here; what, are they 
one? Ben's a briſk Boy : He has got her into a Cor- 
der. Father's own Son, faith, he'll touzle her, and mou- 
e her: The Rogue's ſharp ſer, eoming from Sea: if he 
hould not ſtay for ſaying Grace, old Forefight, but 
| too without the Help of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he 
ould I could not be angry with him; *twould be but 
ke me, A Chip of the old Block. Ha! thou art melancho- 
k, old Prog naſtication; as melancholick as if thou hadft 
jt the Salt, or pared thy Nails on a Sunday: — Come, 
beer up, look about thee : Look up, old Star-Gazer. — 
ow is he poring upon the Ground for a crooked Pin, 
Fan old Horſe-Nail, with the Head towards him. 
Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding to-morrow 
orning. | 
dir Samp. With all my Heart. 
Fire, At Ten a Clock, puncqgally at Ten. 
vr Samp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhalt ſet 
Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Mo- 
Ns; they ſhall be marry d to a Minute, go to Bed to a 
me; and when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep 
me like the Figures of St. Dunſtan's Clock, and Con- 
,,] e ſhall ring all _ the Pariſh—— 


Enter 
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' Enter Scandal. 
Scan. Sir Sampſon, fad News. 


Fore. Bleſs us! l 
Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter? : 
Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you, and 5 
him, and all of us, more than any thing elle. % 
Sir Samp. Body o me, I don't know any univerſal 
Grievance, but a new Tax, or the Loſs of the Canary 
Fleet : Unleſs Popery ſhould be landed in the e, or WM ., 
the French Fleet were at Anchor at Blackwall. wl 
Scan. No? Undoubtedly, Mr. Foreſight knew all this, Wl fn 
and might have prevented it. on 
Fore. *Tis no Earthquake! 80 
Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don't 
know what it may come to— But it has had a Conſe-Wf 
quence already that touches us all. Wi 
Sir Samp. Why, Body o' me, out with it. whi 
Scan. Something has appear'd to your Son Valentin My, 
— He's gone to Bed upon it, and very ill — He ſpeaks mot 
little, yet he ſays he has a World to fay. Aſks for his Fa- con- 
ther, and the wiſe Forefight ; talks of Raymond Lully, andi x; 
the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart, I ſuppoſe, Mtkin; 
to you two. I can get nothing out of him but Sighs Wen 
He defires he may fee you in the Morning, but would g. 
not be diſturb'd to-night, becauſe he has ſome Buſineſiſi ar 


to do in a Dream. | | 
Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with hi 
Dreams or his Divination—Body o me, this is a Trick 
defer ſigning the Conveyance. I warrant the Devil wi 
tell him in a Dream, that he muſt not part with | 
F.ſtate : But I'll bring him a Parſon to tell him, that tht 
Devil is a Liar: — Or, if that won't do, III bring 
Lawyer that ſhall out-lie the Devil. And ſo Ill tr 
whether my Black-Guard, or his, ſhall get the better 
the Day. [Ext 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Forefgght, Im afraid all is not rig! 
— You are a wiſe Man, and a conſciencious Man; 
Searcher into Obſcurity and Futurity ; and if you col... 
wit an Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideratio 
and Diſcretion, and Caution 
Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal 
Scan. Nay, nay, 'tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter 4 
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— But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty ; — I'm afraid 
he's not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Foreſight — He has been 
wicked, and Heav'n grant he may mean well in his At- 
fair with you — But my Mind gives me, theſe Things 
cannot be wholly inſignificant. You are wile, and ſhou'd 
not be over-reach'd, methinks you ſhould not 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal, — Hlumanum eft errare. 

Scan. You ſay true, Man will err; mere Man will 
er — but you are ſomething more — There have been 
wiſe Men; but they were ſuch as you — Men who con- 
1 WH ſulted the Stars, and were Obſervers of Omens — Solomon 

was wiſe, but how ? by his Judgment in Aſtrology — 
Jays Pineda in his Third Book and Eighth Chapter 
[ Fire. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal. 
- Scan. A Trifler — but a Lover of Art — And the 
Wife Men of the Ea/t ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, 
which 1s rightly obſerved by Gregory the Great in Fa- 
e vour of Aſtrology : And Albertus Magnus makes it the 
„voc valuable Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to 
* conſider the Cauſation of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of Things. 

Fore. I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal -] did not 
think you had been read in theſe Matters — Few young 
Men are inclin'd 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclin'd me — But I 
fear this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, this 
transferring of a rightful Inheritance, will bring Judg- 
ents upon us. I propheſie it, and I wou'd not have 
the Fate of Cafſandra, not to be believed. Valentine is 
liſturb'd, what can be the Cauſe of that? and Sir Samp- 
mis hurry'd on by an unuſual Violence —I fear he 

s not act wholly from himſelf ; methinks he does not 
ok as he uſed to do. | 
Fre. He was always of an impetuous Nature — But 
to this Marriage I have conſulted the Stars; and all 
Ppearances are proſperous 

Yan. Come, come, Mr. Ferefight, let not the Proſ- 
{Qt of worldly Lucre carry you beyond your Judgment, 
* againſt your Confcience — You are not ſatisfied, that 
[att juſtly. 

Fire. How 2? 
Fan. You are not ſatisfied, 1 ſay — I am lath to diſcou- 
ou — But it is palpable that you are not ſatisfy'd. 

C 2 Fire. 
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Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think ! 
am very well ſatisfy'd. 
. Scan. Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive yourſelf; 
or you do not know yourſelf. 
Fore. Pray explain yourſelf. 
Scan. Do you ſleep well o Nights? 
Fre. Very well. 
Scan. Are you certain ? You do not look fo. 


| 
Fore. I am in Health, I think. | 
Scan. So was Valentine this Morning; and look'd juſt ſo. 
Fore. How ! Am I alter'd any way? I don't perceive it, q 
Scan. That may be, but your Beard is longer than it 
was two Hours ago. | 
Fore. Indeed! Bleſs me. 
Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fore. Huſband, will you go to Bed? It's Ten 
a Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant 2 
Scan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign — $1 
But I muſt work her into the Project. — You keep early | 
Hours, Madam. ; 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Fore/ight is punctual, we ſit up after him. T 
Fore. My Dear, pray lend me your. Glaſs, your little N 
Looking-glaſs. 
Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam —P ll tell you the N. 
Reaſon. [She gives him the Glaſs : Scandal and ſhe auh, % 
per.] My Paſſion for you is grown fo violent — that | ; 
1am no longer Maſter of myſelf —I was interrupted in a 
the Morning, when you had Charity enough to give me 1 
your Attention, and I had Hopes of finding another Op- \ 
portunity of explaining myſelt to you — but was di- F 
pointed all this Day; and the Uneaſineſs that has at 4 
tended me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this un- A 
leaſonable Hour | 7 
Mrs. Fere. Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make 
Love to me before my Huſband's Face? I'll ſwear I] tel M 
him, . "I to Be 
Scan. Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſclam 4 
my Paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and In Morr 
tell you what Project I had to get him out of the wa) Cow! 
that I might have an Opportunity of waiting upon you: ay 
| [HPbifpers 155 
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Fore. looking in the Glaſs.) I do not ſee any Revolution 
here; — methinks I look with a ſerene and benign Aſpect 
— pale, a little pale — but the Roſes of theſe Cheeks have 
been gather'd many Years ;—ha! I do not like that ſudden 
fluſhing—gone already] hem, hem, hem! Faintiſh. My 
Heart is pretty good; yet it bears; and my Pulſes, ha! 
—] bave none — Mercy on me — hum — Yes, here 
they are — Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gal- 
lop, hey ! Whither will they hurry me? — Now they're 
gone again — And now I'm faint again; and pale again, 
and hem! and my hem ! — breath, and hem ! — grows 
ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

Scan. It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and 
Pleaſure. 

Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Forefight ? 

Fire. Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was. Lend me 
your Hand, 

Scan. Look you there now — Your Lady ſays your 
Sleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 

Mrs. Fore. O, mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tell 
him ſo — He has been ſubje& to Talking and Starting. 

Scan. And did not uſe io be fo ? 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within theſe three 
Nights; I cannot ſay that he has once broken my Reſt, 
fince we have been marry'd. 

Fore, I will go to Bed. ; 

Scan. Do fo, Mr. Foreſight, and ſay your Prayers — 
He looks better than he did. 

Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe ! [Calls. 

Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? 

Kan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morn- 
ing, taking it in time 

Fore, T hope ſo. 


Enter Nurſe. 


1 Fore. Nurſe, your Maſter is not well; put him 
0 Bed. 


Scan. I hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in the 
Morning — You had beſt take a little Diacodion and 
Cowflip Water, and lie upon your Back; may be yon 
May dream. 

Fire. I thank you, Mr. Scandal; Iwill — Nurſe, let 
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me have a Watch: light, and lay the Crumbs of Comfort | 
by me 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. And — hem, hem! I am very faint—— 
Scan. No, no, you look much better. 


Fore. Do I? And d'ye hear — bring me, let me ſee —- 
within a Quarter of Twelve — hem — he, hem! — juſt 
upon the turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal; { 
— And I hope neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor 
the Moon will be combuſt; and then I may do well. | 


Scan. I hope ſo — Leave that to me; I will ere& a 
Scheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Se! and Venus in 2 
the ſixth Houſe. X 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal; indeed that wou'd be a t 
great Comfort to me. Hem, hem! good Night. [Exit. n 

Scan. Good Night, good Mr. Forefight ; — and I hope n 


Mars and Venus will be in Conjunction; — while your fe 
Wife and I are together. 1 
Mrs. Fore. Well, and what Uſe do you hope to make h 
of this Project? You don't think, that you are ever like pl 


to ſucceed in your Deſign upon me. 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; 1 have a better Opinion both hs 
of you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

Mrs Fire. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad — hark ee 
Devil ; do you think any Woman honeſt ? | 

Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt — they'll cheat a lit- 
tle at Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. th 
Mrs. Fore. Pſhaw! But Virtuous, I mean. 

Scan. Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are Vir- 
tuous too; but 'tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, 
thro' fear — For why ſhou'd a Man court Danger, or 4 
Woman ſhun Pleaſure ? 

Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous? What are Conſcience and 
Honour ? 

Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy ; and Con- 
ſcience a domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd ſecure bis 
Pleaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and go Halves with 
rother. As for Honour, that you have ſecured, for you 
have purchaſed a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure. 

Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure ! 

Scan. Ay, your Huſband ; a Huſband is an Opportu- 


ory 
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nity for Pleaſure; ſo you have taken care of Honour, and 
'tis the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And fo you think we are free for one another? 
Scan. Yes, Faith, I think fo; I love to ſpeak my Mind. 

Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to 
this Aﬀair between you and me. Here you make Love to 
me; why, Tl confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Your Per- 
ſon is well enough, and your Underſtanding is not amiſs. 

Scan. I have no great Opinion of myſelf; yet I think 
I'm neither deform'd, nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous Character; you 
are a Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay, — you 
think it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with 
me, than to allow fome other Men the laſt Favour : You 
miſtake; the Liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, 
for the Service of your Sex. He that firlt cries out ſtop 
Thief, is often he that has ſtolen the Treaſure. I ama 
Jugter, that act by Confederacy ; and if you pleaſe, we'll 
put a Trick upon the World. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay ; but you are ſuch an univerſal Jugler, 
== that I'm afraid you have a great many Confederates. 

Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 

Mrs. Fore. O fie, — Ill ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſome. 

Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho' you did not 
think ſo. 

Scan. And you'd think fo, tho' I ſhou'd not tell you ſo; 
And now I think we know one another pretty well. 

Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here ? 

Enter Mrs. Frail and Ben. | 

Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind — Father has no- 
thing to do with me — Nay, I can't ſay that neither; 
be has ſomething to do with me. But what does that ſig- 


n- nie ? If fo be, that I ben't minded to be fteer'd by him; 
11s ts as tho'f he ſhould ftrive againſt Wind and Tide. 

" Mrs. Frail. Ay, but my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, 
0 


till the Eſtate be ſettled ; for you know, marrying with 
out an Eſtate, is like ſailing in a Ship without Baflaſt. 
Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt fo for all the 
u- WF Vorld it is indeed, as like as two Cable-Ropes. 
Mrs. Frail. And tho' I have a good Portion; you know 
ne would not venture all in one Bottom. Bens 
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Ben. Why that's true again; for may-hap one Ba- 
tom may ſpring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, Ve 
you've nick'd the Channel. 

Mrs. Frail. Wall, but if you ſhould ſorſake me after 
all, you'd break my Heart. 

Ben. Break your Heart? I'd rather the Mary C 
ſhould break her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. 
Fleſh, you don't think I'm falfe hearted, like a Land. man, 
A Sailor will be uoneſt, tho'f may-hap he bas never a 
Penny of Money in his Pocket — May-hap I may not 
have ſo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but tor 
all that, I've as good Blood in my Veins, and a Heart 
as found as a Biſket. 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ? 

Pen. Nay, an I love once, I'll ſtick like Pitch; Tit 
tell you that. Come, I'll fing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my Sitter, I'll call her 90 
hear it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, I won't go to Bed to my Huſband 
to-night; becauſe T'!l retire to my own Chamber, and 
think of what you have faid. 

Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your Chamber- door; and leave you my laſt Inftructions. 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us, 

Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, I'll entertzin 
you with a Song. 

Ben. "The Song was made upon one of our Ship's 
Crew's Wife; our Boatſwain made the Song, may-H 
you may know her, Sir. Before ſhe was marry d, lie 


was call'd buxom Joan of Deptford. | 
Scan. I have heard of her. (Ben ng, 2 
tha 
R „ *D: 1 
Oh 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. my 
I. } 
Soldier, and a Sailor, ut 
A Tinker, and a Taylor, Fl 
Had ance a doubtful firiſe, Sir, OT 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, le \ 
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Whoſe Name was buxem Joam * 
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V now the Time was ended, 
When ſhe no mire intended, 
To lick ber Lips at Men, Siy, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sr, 
And lie ' Nights alone. 
II. 
The Suldier farore like Thunder, 
He los d her more than Plunder; 
And fhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fighting for her wy 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe ber, 
With of ring her his Meaſure ; 
The Tinker tos with Mettle, 
Said he could mend her Kettle, 
And flop up ev Leak. 
III. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The Sailer ſlily waiting, 

Thought if it came about, Sir, 

That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 
Ile then might play his Part. 

And juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 

To Loggerheads they went, Sir, 

And then he let fly at her, 

Shot *txawixt Mind and Water, 
That won this fair Maid's Heart. 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are not 
gone; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance fome- 
times, as well as other Folks. [Miles] I warrant 
that brings em, an they be within hearing. 

Enter Seamen. 
Oh here they be — and Fiddles along with 'em ; come, 
my Lads, let's have a Round, and I'll make one. 
[ Dance. 

Ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much 
to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Biſket, and drink 
Flip; put on a clean Shirt once a 2; — Come home, 
andlye with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of a lit- 


te Money ; and then put off with ghe next fair Wind. 
How d'ye like us? | 


C4 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Frail. O, you're the happieſt, merrieſt Men alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
Entertainment. - I believe it's late. 

Ben. Why, forſooth; an you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to Bed. For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and re- 
member my Sweet- heart, a- fore I turn in; may-hap ! 
may dream of her. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed, and 
dream too. 

Scan. Why faith, Tre a good lively Imagination; 
and can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if 
I ſet about it. But dreaming is the poor Retreat of a lazy, 
hopeleſs, and imperfect Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 
Love to worn-out Sinners, and the faint Dawning of a 
Blifs to withing Girls, and growing Boys. 

There's nought but willing, waking Love, that can 

Make blejt the Ripen'd Maid, and Finiſbd Man. 

| Exeunt. 
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E 
Valentine's Lodging. 


Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 


ELL, is your Maſter ready ? Does he look 
madly, and talk madly ? 

Fer. Yes, Sir; you necd make no great Doubt of 
that ; he that was ſo near turning Poet Yeſterday Morn- 
ing, can't be much to ſeek in playing the Madman to- 
day. | 

"9M Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 
Reaſon of his Defign ? g 

Fer. No, Sir, not yet; — He has a Mind to try, 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her play 
the Fool, and fall in Love with him; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe has loved him all this while, and conceal'd it. 

Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; 


and think I beard her bid the Coachman drive * 


Sca n. 
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Jer. Like enough, Sir; for I told her Maid this Morn- 
ing, my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of 
her Miſtreſs. I hear a Coach ſtop; if it ſhould be lhe, 
Sir, I believe he would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe 


takes it. | 
Scan. Well, I'll iny her — 'tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


Enter Angelica with Jenny. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, 1 ſuppoſe you don't think it a No- 
velty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own Lodgings 
in a Morning? 

Scan. Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when 
a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin d Lover, and 
make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; the 
Barbarity of it ſomething ſurprizes me. 

Ang. I don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face — pray 
tell me-what's the Matter ? 

Jer. No ſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo 
a great while ? 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad ? 

Jer. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his 
Wits, juſt as he was poor for want of Money : His Head 
is Cen as light as his Pockets; and any body that has a 
Mind to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
for. his Eſtate. | 

Ang. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit 
is very unſeaſonable. 

Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [Ajide. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
much Inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a Man 1 
muſt own myſelf obliged to — pray tell me the Truth. 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I with telling a Lie would mend 
the Matter. But this is no new Effect of an unſuccetsful 
Paſſion. 

Ang. aſide.] I know not what to think — Yet I ſhou'd 
be vex'd to have a Trick put upon me— May I not 
ſee him? 

Scan. I'm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhou'd 
fee him yet — Jeremy, go in and enquire. [Exit Jer. 

Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and ſmile — I fancy tis a 
Trick—T'll try—I wou'd diſguiſe to all the World a Fail- 
ing which I muſt o to you—1 fear my Happineſs de- 

3 pends 
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pends upon the Recovery of Valentine. Therefore I con- 
jute you, as you are his Friend, and as you have Com- 
paſſion upon one fearful of Affliction, to tell me What! 
am to hope for — I cannot ſpeak — But you may tel 
me ; for you know what I would aſk ? 

Scan. So, this is pretty plain — Be not too much con- 
eern'd, Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate: 
An Acknowledgment of Love from you, perhaps, may 
work a Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occaſion d 
his Diſtemper. 

Ang. afide.] Say you ſo? nay then I'm convinc'd: 
And it T don't play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte 
the Pleaſure of Revenge — Acknowledgment of Love! 
I find you have miftaken my Compaſlion, and think me 
guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. But I have 
too much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Cha- 
rity to ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good- 
Nature and, Humanity oblige me to be concern'd for 
him; but to love is neither in my Power nor Inclina- 
tion: And if he can't be cured without I ſuck the Poi- 
ton from his Wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his 
venſcs till J loſe mine. 

Scan. Hey, brave Woman, T'faith — Won't you fee 
kim then, it he deſire it? 

Ang. What ſignify a Madman's Deſires ? Beſides 
'twould make me uneaſy — If I don't fee him, perhaps 
my Concern for him may leſſen — If I forget him, us 
no more than he has done by himſelf; and now tte 
Surprize is over, methinks I'm not half ſo ſorry as 
I was 

Scan. So, faith, Good- Nature works apace ; you were 
confeſſing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are unrea- 
fonable and involuntary ; if he loves, he can't help it; 
and if I don't love, I can't help it ; no more than he can 
help his being a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no more 
than I can help my want of Inclination to ſtay longer 
here — Come, Jenny. [Exeunt Angelica and enim). 

Scan. Humh!— An admirable Compoſition, Faith, 
this ſame Womankind. 

Enter Jeremy. 
Jer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 4 


Tan, 
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Scan. Gone! why the was never here, nor any where 
elſe; nor I don't know her it I fee her; nor you neither. 

Jer. Good Jack! What's the matter now? Are any 
more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to 
ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the 
joyful News of her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a Miſtake _- Afk no Queſtions, 
for I can't refolve you; but I'll inform your Maiter. In 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with his 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of common 
Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with other 
reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſon. You know your 
Cue; I'll to your Maſter. Exit. 

Enter Sir Sampſon Legend ⁊uith a Lawyer. 

Sir Fuß. Dye fee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper 
ſigned with his own Hand. 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn 
in this Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſe al. 

Sir Samp. Ready! Body o me, he mult be ready. His 
ham Sicxneſs ſhan't excule him. — O, here's his Scoun- 
eel. Sirrah, where's your Maſter ? 

fer. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? 

Jer. No, Sir, not dead. | 

Sir Samp. What is he gone out of Town, run away, 
ba! has he trick'd me? fpeak, Varlet. 

Jer. No, no, Sir; he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were 
but as ſound, poor Genileman. He is indeed here, vir, 
ad not here, Sir. | 


dir Famp. Hey-dey, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sir- 


ry, d'ye banter me? — Speak, Surat, where is he, tor 


L will find him. | 

fer. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf. 
Indeed, Sir, I've almoſt broke my Heart about him — 
I can't refrain Tears when I think of him, Sir; I'm as 
ulancholy for him as a Pailing-Bell, Sir; or a Horſe 
Wa Pound, 
vr Samp. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir, — 
Weak to be underitood, and tell me in plain Terms 
* the Matter is with Jum, or III crack your Fool's 


Ul. 
Ter: 
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Fer. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter wii; 
him, Sir; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman; he's 
ſtark mad, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Mad! x 
Buck. What, is he Non Compns 8 
Ter. Quite Non Compos, Sir. 
Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be 
Non Compos Mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Ef 
fect, it is not good in Law. ( 
Sir Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, \ 
Sir — Mad, I'll make him find his Senſes. h 
Ter. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir: III knock at the 
Door. 
{ Goes to the Scene, which opens and diſcovers Valentine WM th 


upon a Couch diſorderly dreſs'd, Scandal by him.] m 

Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do. 
Val. Ha! who's that? Starting. d. 
Scan. For Heaven's ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; dont ho 
provoke him. fin 


Val. Anſwer me; who is that? and that? | 
Sir Samp. Gods bobs, does he not know me? Is he WM th; 
miſchievous? Tl ſpeak gently — Val, Val, doſt thou } 
not know me, Boy? Not know thy own Father, Val! 
I am thy own Father, and this honeſt Brief Buckram the 


Lawyer. 4 
Val. It may be fo — I did not know you — the World 8 

is full — There are People that we do know, and Peo- WF 7! 
ple that we do not know; and yet the Sun ſhines upon pret 
all alike — There are Fathers that have many Children; W thee 
and there are Children that have many Fathers — Ib . 
ſtrange! But I am Truth, and come to give the World & 
the Lie. dir 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, I know not what to ſay to him ike 
Val. Why does that Lawyer wear black? — Does Ne thoy 


carry his Conſcience withoutſide? — Lawyer, what art 
thou ? Doſt thou know me ? lhe C 

Buck. O Lord, what muſt I ſay? — Yes, Sir. 

Val. Thou lieſt, for I am Truth. Tis hard I can hon 
not get a Livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſwori then a 
out of Weſtminfter-Hall the firſt Day of every Term dir 
Let me ſee — No matter how long — Burt T1] tell you 9" ithoy', 
thing; it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an Arithme? | 
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tian, if you ſhould aſk him, whether the Bible faves 
more Souls in WWeftminſfter-Abbey, or damns more in 
IWeftminfter-Hall : For my Part, I am Truth, and can't 
tell, I have very few Acquaintance. 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, he talks ſenſibly in his Mad- 
neſs — Has he no Intervals ? 

Jer. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Buck. Sir, I can £9 you no Service while he's in this 
Condition : Here's your Paper, Sir — He may do me a 
Miſchief if I ſtay — The . is ready, Sir: If 
he recover his Senſes. [Zxit. 

Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for him if 

there be Occaſion ; for I fancy nis Preſence provokes him 
more. 
Val. Is the Lawyer gone? Tis well, then we may 
drink about without going together by the Ears — heigh 
ho! What a Clock 1s't? My Father here! Your Blef- 
king, Sir? 

dir Lamp. He recovers — Bleſs thee, Val. — How doſt 
thou do, Boy ? 

Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well — I have been a 
little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Ay, Boy, — Come, thou ſhalt fit down by me. 

Val. Sir, *tis my Duty to wait. 

dir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt 
Val. How doſt thou do? Let me feel thy Pulſe — Oh, 
on pretty well now, Val. Body o me, I was ſorry to ſee 
en; thee indifpoſed : But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 
1:1 /4 I thank you, Sir. 
ora Scan Miracle! The Monſter grows loving. [A/ide. 

dir Sa-mp. Let me feel thy Hand again, Jul: It does not 
lake — believe thou can't write, Val: Ha, Boy? 
thou can't write thy Name, Val? — Jeremy, ſtep and 
wertake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with 
lie Conveyance — quick, [In whiſper to Jeremy. 


| [Exit Jeremy. 
Scan. aide] That ever I ſhould ſuſpect ſuch a Hea- 
hen of any Remorſe ! [A/rde. 


dir Samp. Do'ſt thou know this Paper, Val? I know 
un honeſt, and will perform Articles. 


[Shews him the Paper, but holds it out of bis Reach. 


Fall 
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Val. Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it fo far of, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. | 

Sir Samp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſt ſe 
it—'tis thy own Hand, Yally Why, let me tee, I can | 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here | Reads.) Thy 
Condition of this Obligation — Look you, as plain as can 
be, to it begins — And then at the Bottom — 4s Win K 
my Hind, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great Letters, 
Why, tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What, are Wi } 
my Eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it far. 
ther off yet — let me ſee, 

[Stretches his Arm as far as he can. Wi ;; 

Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou— Ay, with al 
my Heart — What Matter is it who holds it? What i 
need any body hold it Tl put it in my Pocket 
Jul, and then no Body need hold it. [Puts the Paper in 
his Packet.) There Val; its ſafe enough, Boy —— But 
thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou halt ſet thy Hand tg 
another Paper, litile Vat. 

Re-enter -Jeremy with Buckram. 

Val. What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, 'tis 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's come 10 
be ſcratch'd — My Nails are not long enough — Let ne 
have a Pair of red-hot Tongs, quickly, quickly, and 
you ſhall fee me act St. Dun/tan, and lead the Devil by 
the Noſe. 

Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; T'll not venture my- 
ſelf with a Madman. [Exit Buckran iq, 

Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run fo fait, Honelly 
will not overtake you — Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue tound 
me out to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 

Sir Samp. Oons! what a Vexation is here? I know 
not what to do, or fay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his Way — I am Truti 
and can ſet him right — Harkee, Friend, the ſtrait Rox 
is the worſt Way you can go — He that follows his Not 
always, will very often be led into a Stink. Probatum f 
But what are you for? Religion or Politicks ? "theres 
Couple of Topicks for you, no more like one anothe 
than Oil and Vinegar; and yet thoſe two beaten iogetie 


by a State-Cook, make Saule for the whole Nation. 
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Sir Samp. What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget 
Sons? Why did I ever marry ? 
Val. Becauſe thou we'rt a Monſter, old Boy: The 
wo greateſt Monſters in the World, are a Man and a 
Woman: What's thy Opinion? 5 | 
Sir Samp Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two Mon- 
(ters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a Man 
WT and bis VV ite. 
Val. A ha! Old True-penny, ſay'ſt thou ſo? Thou 
haſt nick d it — But it's wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. 
for What is, Sir ? 
al. | hat grey Hairs ſhou'd cover a green Head — 
„and I mike a Foo! of my Father. 
Enter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, and Frail. 

Val. What's here? Erra Pater? Or bearded Sybil ? 
If Prophecy comes, Truth mult give Place. 

Exit with Jeremy. 

Fire. What ſays he? What, did he propheſie? Ha, 
Sir Sampſon, bleſs us? How are we? 

Sir Samp. Are we? A Pox © your Prognoſtication — 
Why, we are Fools as we uſed to be — Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſee, that the Moon wou'd predominate, 
and my Son be mad, — Where's your Oppolitions, your 
Trines, and your Quadrats — What did your Cardan 
and your Ptolemy tell you? Your Mefſahalah and your 
lungomontunus, your Harmony of Chiromancy with A- 
trology. Ah! Pox on't, that I that know the World, 
and Men and Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in 
the Sky and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, and 'T raſh, 
ſhould be directed by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and 
defer Buſineſs in Expectation of a lucky Hour: When, 
body o' me, there never was a lucky Hour after the firſt 
Opportunity. [Exit Sir Sampſon. 

Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heaven help your Head — 
This is none of your lucky Hour ; Nemo omnibus horis 
abit. What, is he gone, and in Contempt of Science! 
Stars and unconvertible Ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muſt excuſe his Paſlion, Mr. Foreſight ; for 
de has been heartily vex'd — His Son is .Non Cempos 
lentis, and thereby incapable of making any Convey- 
ance in Law); fo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 
Fore, Ha! ſay you ſo? 


Frait, 


66 LovE for Love. 


Frail. What, has my Sea-Lover loſt his Anchor of 
Hope then ? Aide to Mrs. Foreſight, v0 

Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him ? ſta 

Frail. Do with him! ſend him to Sea again in the no 


next foul Weather — He's uſed to an inconſtant Elemem, int 
and won't be ſurprized to fee the Lide turn'd. | 
Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this ? Sea 


[ Conſiders in 

Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elſe, 2 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating WF # 
to his own Fortune. [Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight, ny 

Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't underitand 8% 

ou. 

l Scan. Huſh, ſoftly — the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my 
Dear, too conſiderable to be forgot fo ſoon. 

Mrs. Fore. Laſt Night! and what wou'd your Impu- 
dence infer from laſt Night? Laſt Night was like the 
Night before, I think. 

Scan. 'Sdeath, do you make no Difference between me 
and your Huſband ? 

Mrs. Fore. Not much, — he's ſuperſtitious ; and you 
are mad, in my Opinion. 

Scan. You make me mad — You are not ſerious — 
Pray recolle& yourſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. FA yes, now I remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent, — and would have come 10 
Bed to me. N 

Scan. And did not? 

Mrs. Fore. Did not! With what Face can you aſk iht 

ueſtion ? 

Scan. This J have heard of before, but never believed 
T have been told, ſhe had that admirable Quality of for- 
getting to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe had 
hin with him all Night, and denying that ſhe had cone 
Favours with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em. 
— Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and honour y0 
— You look pretty well, Mr. Foreſight — How did 0 
reſt laſt Night? 255 | 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up wi 
x Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I remembd 

Itle. 


Scan 
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Scan. Twas a very forgetting Night. — But would 
you not talk with Valentine? Perhaps you may under- 
ſtand him: I'm apt to believe, there's ſomething my ſte- 
rious in his Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him 
inſpired than mad. 

Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly, — I am inclining to your Turkiſh Opinion 
in this Matter, and do reverence a Man whom the Vul- 
gar think mad. Let us go to him. 

Frail. vifler, do you ſtay with them; I'll find out 
my Lover, and give him his Diſcharge, and come to 
you. O' my Conſcience here he comes. 

[Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, and Scandal. 
| Enter Ben. 

Ben. All mad, I think — Fleſh, I believe all the Ca- 
entures of the Sea are come aſhore, for my Part. 

Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler ? 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you— Meſs, I've had ſuch a Hurricane upon your Ac- 
dunt yonder 

Frail. My Account! pray what's the Matter? 

Ben. mays Father came and found me ſquabling with 
yon chitty-faced thing, as he would have me marry, — 
0 he aſk d what was the Matter. — He aſk'd in a ſurly 
rt of a way — It ſeems Brother Val is gone mad, and 
o that put'n into a Paſſion : But what did I know that, 
hat's that to me? — So he aſk'd in a ſurly fort of man- 
er — and Gad I anſwer'd 'en as ſurlily. What tho'f he 
e my Father, I an't bound Prentice to 'en : — fo faith 
told'n in plain Terms, if I were minded to marry, I'd 
arty to pleaſe myſelf, not him: And for the young 
Yoman that he provided for me, I thought it more fit- 
Ing for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt-Pies, 
an to look after a Huſband ; for my part I was none 
(der Man — I had another Voyage to make, let him 
Ke it as he will. 

Frail. So then you intend to go to Sea again? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind runs upon you — but I 
buld not tell him ſo much — So he faid he'd make my 
art ake ; and if ſo be that he could get a Woman to 
s Mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays I, an you 
iy the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more 

Danger 
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Danger of your Head's aking than my Heart. — He wu - 
woundy angry when I gav'n that wipe. — He havn't a 
Word to ſay, and fo ] leſt'n, and the green Girl together; 
may-hap the Bee may bite, and he H marry her himſelf, Wh; 
with all my Heart. 

Frail. And were you this undutiful and grace » 
Wretch to your Father ? 

Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt ? — If I am u 
dutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did nal. 
get mylelf. 

Frail. O Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken! WHA x 
an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet my Heart u-go. 
on? OT am happy to have diſcover'd the Sheives r 
Quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face 

Ben. Hey tos! what's the matter now? Why jo 
ben't angry, be you? 

Frail. O fee me no more, — for thou wert born among 
Rocks, ſuckled by Whales, cradled in a Tempeſt, and 
-whiftled to by Winds; and thou art come forth with 
Firs and Scales, and three Rows of Teeth, a molt out- 
Tageous Fiſh of Prey. 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Wo— 
man, Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain is quite o. 
verſet. Well-a-day, how ſhalt I do to ſet her to rights? 

Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am wiſe 
nough to find you out. — Hadſt thou the Impudence tt 
aſpire at being a Huſband with that ſtubborn and die 
bedient Temper 2 — You that know not how to ſubmit 
to a Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock of Dut) 
to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely fobb 
indeed, very finely fobb'd. 

Ben. Hark'ee forſooth ; if ſo be that you are in yo! 
right Senſes, d'ye fee ; for aught as I perceive, In ii 
to be finely fobb'd — It I have got Anger here upon v0 
Account, and you are tack'd about already. — ia 
d'ye mean, after all your fair Speeches, and ſtroking m 
Cheeks, and kifling and hugging, what wou'd you {bet 
off ſo? wou'd you, and leave me aground?  _ 

Frail. No, I'll leave you adrift, and go which Wa 
you will. | 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then ? 

Frail. Only the Wind's changed. 


2. 
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ben. More ſhame for you, — the Wind's changed! — 
It's an ill Wind blows no body good, — may-hap ] have 
x good Riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks, — 
Vhat did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me? 

Frail. Any Fool, but a Huſband. 

Ben. Huſband ? Gad I would not be your Huſband, if 
you would have me, now I know your Mind; tho't you 

id your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho't I loved 
Lou never fo well. 

Frail. Why, can'ſt thou love, Porpoiſe ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call Names, — 
don't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did: 
I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs — Let them 
arry you, as don't know you: — Gad I know you too 
ell, by ſad Experience; —I believe he that marries 
you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat —I believe 
hat, young Woman — and may-hap may come to an 
nchor at Cuckold's-Point; ſo there's a Daih for you, 
ake it as you will; may-hap you may holla after me, 
hen I won't come too. [Exit. 
Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't. 

My true Love is gone to Sea —— [Sings. 
Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 

O Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, you wou'd 
ave ſeen the Reſolution of a Lover — Honeſt Tar and 
ate .rted ;—and with the ſame Indifference that we 
et: O' my Life I am half vex d at the Inſenſibility of 
| Brute that I deſpiſed. | 
Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 
Frail. Moſt tyrannically, — for you fee he has got the 
art of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left com- 
ning on the Shore. But I'll tell you a Hint that he 
u given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks deſpe- 
nel) of committing Matrimony himſelf. — If he has a 
lind to throw himſelf away, be can't do it more effec- 
ully than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fore. O hang him, old Fox, he's too cunning, 
thdes he hates both you and me. — But I have a Pro- 
| in my Head for you, and I have gone a good way 
wards it. I have almoſt made a Bargain with Jeremy, 
dentine's Man, to fell his Maſter to us. 
trail. Sell him, how ? 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any Body for her that 
he impoſes on him. — Now I have promis'd him Moun. bor 
tains, if, in one of his mad Fits, he will bring you to {M1 5 
him in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and bar 
put to Bed together; and after Conſummation, Girl, 


there's no revoking. And if he ſhould recover his Sen- 
ſes, he'll be glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement Pr 
— Here they come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me hoy , 
you like the Deſign. ö 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, and Jeremy. Ha 

Scan. And have you given your Maſter a Hint of their boy 
Plot upon him? [To Jeremy, 7 


Jer. Yes, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and miſtake her 
for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us Sport. 

Fore. Mercy on us. 

Val. Huſht — interrupt me not — Tl whiſper Predic- 
tion to thee, and thou ſhalt prophecy ; — I am Truth, 
and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick, — I have told 


thee what's paſt, — Now I'll tell what's to come; * 
Doſt thou know what will happen to-morrow ?— Ar- *: 
ſwer me not — for I will tell thee. To-morrow Knae Ml * 


will thrive through Craft, and Fools through Fortune; 
and Honeſty will go as it did, Froſt-nipt in a Summer- 
Suit. Af me Queſtions concerning to-morrow. 

Scan. Aſk him, Mr. Foreſight. 

Fore. Pray what will be done at Court ? 


Val. Scandal will tell you; — I am Truth, I never 7 
come there. M 
Fore. In the City ? F 
Val. Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at 

( 


the uſual Hours. Yet you will fee ſuch zealous Faces 
behind Counters, as if Religion were to be fold in every 
Shop. Oh things will go methodically in the City, the 
Clocks will ſtrike twelve at Nocn, and the horn'd Herd 
Buz in the Exchange at two. Huſbands and Wives wil 
drive diſtin& Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately 
occupy the Family. Coffee-houſes will be full of Smoak 
and . And the cropt Prentice that ſweeps is 
Maſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten to one dirty h 
Sheets before Night. But there are two things that you 
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will fee very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives with 
their Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckolds with Chains a- 
bout their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before 
go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a Huſ- 
band ? 

Fore. I am married. 

Val. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent-Garden 
Pariſh ? 

Fore, No; St. Martin's in the Fields. 

Val. Alas, poor Man! his Eyes are ſunk, and his 
Hands ſhrivell d; his Legs dwindled, and his Back 
bow'd: Pray, pray, for a Metamorphoſis — Change thy 
Shape, and ſhake off Age; get thee Medea's Kettle, and 
be boil'd a- new; come forth with lab'ring callous Hands, 
a Chine of Steel, and Atlas's Shoulders. Let Taliacotius 
trim the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pe- 

eſtals to ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the 
Face. Ha, ha, ha! That a Man ſhould have a Stomach 
toa Wedding Supper, when the Pigeons ought rather 
to be laid to his Feet ? ha, ha, ha. 

Fore, His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a Spring-tide. 

Fore. Very likely truly : You underſtand theſe Matters 

Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you 

bout theſe Things which he has utter'd — His Sayings 

e very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my 

es ſo long? 

Jer. She's here, Sir. 

Mrs. Fore, Now, Siſter. 

Frail. O Lord, what muſt I fay ? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, 5 all Means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh, I fee 1 comes, like 
Riches, Health, and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, 

arving, and abandon'd Wretch.- Oh, welcome, welcome. 

Frail. How d'ye, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 

Val. Hark'ee; — I have a Secret to tell you — Endy- 

inn and the Moon ſhall meet us u ount Latmos, 
nd we'll be married in the dead of Night. — Bui ſay 

oa Word. Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Lan- 
born, that it may be ſecret ; and Juno ſhall give her 

*accck Poppy-Water, that he may fold his ogling 2 

. an 
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and Argus's hundred Eyes be ſhut, ha? No body ſhall 
know, but Teremy. 
Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret ;- it ſhall be done 
preſently. | ] 
Val. The ſooner the better. — Jeremy, come hither -b 
cloſer — that none may over-hear us; — Feremy, I can 
tell you News; Angelica is turn'd Nun; and I am turn- 
ing Friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of Ml tl 
the Pope — Get me a Cowl and Beads, that I may play Wit 
my Part, — For ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in black 
and white, and a long Veil to cover the Project, and 
we won't ſee one another's Faces, till we have done be 
ſomething to be aſhamed of, and then we'll bluſh once 


for all. he 
Enter Tattle and Angelica. Se 

Ter. I' take care, and 
Val. Whiſper. ma 


Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you 
ſpoil my Deſign; for I intend to make you my Con-. 
fident. | | 

Tat. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch 
a Perſon! and ſuch a Fortune, on a Madman! 

Ang. I never loved him till he was mad; but don't tell 
any Body fo. 

Scan. How's this! Tattle making Love to Angelica! 

Tat. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me — [ have 
much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have been 
in Love with you — but encouraged by the Impoſſibiſiy 
of Valentine's making any more Addreſſes to you, I have 
ventured to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my Heart. 
Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There, you fee the 
Ruins of a poor decay'd Creature — Here, a compleat T, 
lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all his 
five Senſes in Perfection, Madam ; and to all this, the 
moſt paſſionate Lover f 

Ang. O fie for ſhame, hold your Tongue: A pat- 
ſionate Lover, and five Senſes in Perfection! When you 
are as mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and 
the maddeſt ſhall take me. | 

Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? 

Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. 


To Jeremy. 
' fer. 
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Jer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him. 

Val. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners ? if they are, 
PII tell you what I think — Get away all the Company 

bar Angelica, that I may diſcover my Delign to her. 
| [I hi ſper. 
Scan. T will —I have diſcover'd ſomething of Tatile, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angeltca ; 
if we could contrive to couple 'em together — Hark'ee — 
[ Whiſper. 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin ; he knows no 
body. 
= But he knows more than any body — Oh Neice, 


ad > _ Mw Vw * 25 


Secrets of Time. 


Tat. Look you, Mr. Forefight, it is not my way to 
make many Words of Matters, and fo I ſhan't tay much, 
— But in ſhort, d'ye fee, I will hold you a hundred 
Pound now, that I know more Secrets than he. 

Fire. How ! I cannot read that Knowledge in your 
Face, Mr. Tattle — Pray, what do you know? 

Tat. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir! Read it in 
my Face? No Sir, 'tis written in my Heart; and fafer 
there, Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, for no 
ö Fire can fetch it out. I am no Blab, Sir. 
ve Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it 
en bout — They are welcome, and I || tell 'em fo myſelf. 
ity Scandal.) What, do you look ſtrange upon me ?— 
ve ben J muſt be plain. [Coming vp lo them.] I am 
irt. uch, and hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. 
the [Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 
eat Tat. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

Val. You? Who are you? No, 1 hope not. 

Tat. Jam Fack Tatile, your Friend. 

Val. My Friend! what to do? I am no married Man, 
d thou canſt not lye with my Wife: I am very poor, 
nd thou canft not borrow Money of me: Then what 
uploy ment have I for a Friend? 


Tat. Hah! a good open Speaker, and not to be truſted 
ith a Secret. 


Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 


Val. Oh very well. 


D Ang, 


he knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 


Lowe hates to center in a Point aſſign d; 
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Ange. Who am T? 

Val. You're a Woman, — One to whom Heav'n gave 
Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You are the 
Reflection of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 
is funk. You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotlef 
Paper, when you firſt are born; but you ate to be 
ſcrawl'd and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. I know 
12 for I loved a Woman, and loved her fo long, that 


2 
. 


found out a ſtrange thing: I found out what a Woman 


was good for. | 
Tat. Ay; pr'ythee what's that? 
Val. Why, to keep a Secret. 
Tat. O Lord! 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho 


the ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believed. 8 
Tat. Hah! good again, faith. A 
Val. I would have Muſick — Sing me the Song that I" 

ke K. 
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1 Ipe 

MEN, 

Set by Mr. Finger. A 

Iver) 

1 ur] 


Tell thee, Charmion, could I Time retrieve, 
And could again begin to Love and Live, 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off ring give; 

I know, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew ; 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 

II. | 
For by our weak and weary Truth, I find, 


But runs with Toy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then never let us chain what ſhould be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree : 

Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 


No more, for I am melancholy. | [Walks muſin 
Fer. I'll do't, Sir. [To Scand; 


Scan. Mr. Fore/ight, we had beſt leave him. He mi 
grow outrageous, and do Miſchief, 
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Fire. J will be directed by you. ; 
Jer. [To Frail.] You'll meet, Madam; — Tl take 
care every thing ſhall be ready. 
Frail. "Thou thalt do what thou wilt ; have what thou 
wilt; in ſhort, I will deny thee nothing. 
Tat. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [o Angelica. 
Ang. No, I'll ſtay with him — Mr. Scandal will pro- 
tet me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle deſires you would give him 
Iezve to wait on you. | 
Tat. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has ſaid 
hat— Madam, will you do me the Honour? 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattie might have uſed leſs Ceremony. 


D 


0 [Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Tattle, and Frail. 
Scan. Feremy, tollow Tattle. [Exit Jeremy. 


Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my Maid comes, 
nd becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, I am very glad that J over-heard a 
mer Reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tatiſe; for his 
pertinence forced you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for 
alextine, which you deny'd to all his Sufferings and m 
llicitations; So I'll leave him to make uſe of the Dit- 
very; and your Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion of 
ur Inclinations. 


oe Oh Heavens! You won't leave me alone with a 
man? | 

can. No, Madam; I only leave a Madman to his 
medy. [ Exit Scandal. 
Fal. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for 
ey I begin to come to myſell. 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang' d. [Afde. 
Val. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 
CG have been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame 
un; and the Divine Part of me, my Mind, has 
M this Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, 
Jas the Slave of Love, and menial Creature of your 
my. 

a. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine! 

u Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
ocrifie apart — The Comedy draws towards an end, 
let us think of leaving Acting, and be ourſelves ; 
e you have loved me, you muſt own J have at 
deſerved you ſhould conieſs it. 


D 2 Ang. 
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Ang. fighs.] I would I had loved you — for Heaven 
knows I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the bad U 
fects, I would have ſtriven; but that's too late. [N 

Val. What fad Effects? — What's too late? My 
ſeeming Madneſs has deceived my Father, and precured 
me time to think of Means to reconcile me to him, ar 
preſerve the Right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate; whit 
otherwiſe, by Articles, I muſt this Morning have n 
fign'd: And this I had inform'd you of to-day, but y 
were gone, before I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How! I thought your Love of me had cauſed th 
Tranſport in your Soul; which, it ſeems, you only cou 
terfeited for mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſt. 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any Inter 
was confider'd, it was yours; fince I thought I want 
more than Love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary — But ho 
am I deluded by this Interval of Senſe, to reaſon ui q 
Madman ? ; 

Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer uu 

Enter Jeremy. 

Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature — ſure he 
not have the Impudence to perſevere — Come, Jer: 
acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your Ma! 
Madneſs counterfeit. 


RY a A Ca A oo 


Fer. Counterſeit, Madam! Il maintain him v 
ablolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Frecholce rr” 
Bethlehem ; nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Pana or 
Chymift, Lover, or Poet in Europe. tak 

Val. Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. the 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. the 

Jer. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Mon 
man mad enough to own it ? ear 

Val. Sot, can't you apprehend ? are 


Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 
Jer. Yes, Madam; he has Intervals: But 50 
hae begins to look wild again now. Ride 
Val. Why you thick-ſkull'd Raſcal, I tell you the 
is done, and I'll be mad no longer. [ Beat 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad or no, Jeremy“ 
Fer. Partly, I think — for he does not know nls 


Mind two Hours — Tm fure I left him juſt "_ 
Ul 


/ 
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Humour to be mad: And I think I have not found him 
very quiet at this preſent, Who's there? [One knocks. 
Val. Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move 

your Mirth, tho' not your Compallion. 
[Exit Jeremy. 

Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough to 
be exceptious : But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by 
over-pretending to a found Underſtanding ; as drunken 
Men do by over-aCting Sobriety; I was half inclining 
to believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your ten- 
der Part: But now you have reſtored me to my tormer 
Opinion and Compaſſion. 

Enter Jeremy. 

Fer. Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet — Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how ? 

Val. Stupidity ! You know the Penalty of all I'm 
worth muſt pay for the Conſeſſion of my Senſes: I'm 
mad, and will be mad to every body but this Lady. 

Jer. So — Juſt the very backſide of Truth — But 
Lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the great- 
eſt Part of my Converſation — Madam, your Ladythip's 
Woman, [Goes to the Door. 

Enter Jenny. 

Ang. Well, have you been there ? — Come hither. 

Jenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Savnpſon will wait upon you 
preſently. | Aſide to Angelica, 

Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 

Ang. Wou'd any thing, but a Madman complain of 
Uncertainty ? Uncertainty and Expectation are the Joys 
of Life. Securiiy is an infipid thing, and the over- 
taking and poſſeſſing of, a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of 
the Chaſe. Never let us know one another better; for 
tie Pleaſure of a Maſquerade is done, when we come 
to ſhew-our Faces: But T'll tell you two things before I 
leave you; I am not the Fool you take me for; and you 
are mad, and don't know it. 

| [Exeunt Angelica, and Jenny. 

Val. From a Riddle, you can expect nothing but a 
a There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my 

eſſon. a 
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Re-enter Jeremy. 

Jer. What is the Lady gone again, Sir ? I hope you 
underſtood one another before ſhe went? 

Val. Underſtood! ſhe is harder to be underſtood than 
a Piece of Egyptian Antiquity, or an riſþ Manuſcript ; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your Eyes, and not improye 
your Knowledge. | 

Jer. I have heard 'em fay, Sir, they read hard Jie. 
brew Books backwards; may-be you begin to read at 
the wrong End. 

Val. They ſay ſo of a Witch's Prayer; and Dream 
and Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by contra- 
Ties. But there's Regularity and Method in that; ſhe 
is a Medal without a Reverle or Inſcription ; for Indit- 
ference has both Sides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem 
to hate me, I will purſue her, and know her, if it be 
poſſible, in ſpight of the Opinion of my ſatyrical Friend 
Scandal, who lays, 


That Women are like Tricks by Slight of Hand, 


Which, to admire, wwe ſbould not undes tand. 
[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. enn 1. 


A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Enter Angelica and Jenny. 
Ang. W HERE is Sir Sampſon? Did you not tel 


me, he would be here before me ? 

Jenny. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining-Room, 
Madam, ſettling his Cravat and Wig. 

Ang. How! I'm glad on't —— if he has a mind | 
ſhould like him, it's a Sign he likes me; and that's mot 
than half my Deſign. 

Ju. I bear him, Madam. 


As. 
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Ang. Leave me; and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould 

come, or ſend, I'm not to be ſpoken with. 
[Exit Jenny. 
Enter Sir Sampſon. 
b Sir Samp. I have not been honour'd with the Com- 
mands of a fair Lady a great while — Odd, Madam, 
ou have revived me —— Not ſince I was Five and 
. hirty. 

p =.4 Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, 
Sir Sampſon, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great 
while, io a Man that admires a fine Woman as much as 
| do. 

Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Odſbud you wrong 
me; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only 
a Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me 
yet, and can ſerve a Lady any way — Come, come, let 
me tell you, you Women think a Man old too ſoon, 
Faith and 'T roih you do — Come don't deſpiſe Fifty; 
odd Fifty, in a hale Conſtitution, is no ſuch contemp- 
tible Age. | 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a very 
faſhionable Age, I think —I affure you, I know very 
conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon Fifty. 
Fifty! I have ſeen Fiſty in a Side-Box by Candle-light, 
outblofſom Five and Twenty. 


Si Samp. Outſides, Outſides; a pize take em, meer 


Outfdes: Hang yout Side-Box Beaus ; no, I'm none of 

tho'e, none of your forced Trees, that pretend to blof- 

ſom in the Fall, and bud when they ſhould bring forth 

Fruit: I'm of a long-lived Race, and inherit Vigour ; 

none of my Anceſtors married till Fifty; yet they begot 

del >905 and Daughters till Four- core: I am of your Patri- 

archs, Jam a Branch of one of your Antideluvian Fami- 

on, les, Fellows that the Flood could not waſh away. 

dell, Madam, what are your Commands? Has any 

een Rogue aitronted you, and ſhall I cut his Throat? 
0 — | 

Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my 

Hands ] have more Occaſion for your Conduct than 
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your Courage at this time. To tell you the Truth, I'm 
weary of living ſingle, and want a Huſband. 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, and 'tis pity you ſhould — Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhould hamper my 
OR Rogues: Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd; Faith and 

roth ſhe's deviliſh handſome. [ Aſide.] Madam, vou 
deſerve a good Huidand, and *twere pity you {hould 
be thrown away upon any of theſe young idle Rogues 
about the Town. Odd, there's ne'er a young Fellow 
worth hanging — that is a very young Fellow - Pize on 
'em, they never think beforehand of any thing; — And 
if they commit Matrimony, 'tis as they commit Mur- 
der; out of a Frolick: And are ready to hang, them- 
ſelves, or to be hang'd by the Law, the next Morning 
— Odſo, have a care, Madam. | 

Ang. Therefore I aſk your Advice, Sir Sampſon : | 
have Fortune enough to make any Man eaſy that | 
can like; If there were ſuch a thing as a young agree- 
able Man, with a reafonable Stock of good Nature and 
Senſe — For I would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor 
a Fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own 
Eye, nor a Fool in the Eye of the World, 1s a very 
hard Taſk. But, Faith and Troth, you ſpeak very 
dilcreetly ; for I hate both a Wit and a Fool. 

Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon, ſorfeits 
the Reputation of her Honeſty or Underſtanding: And 
ſhe that marries a very witty Man, is a Slave to the de. 
verity and inſolent Conduct of her Huſband, I ſhoud 
like a Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I wou'd have 
ſuch an one in my Power; but I wou'd no more be his 
Wife, than his Enemy. For his Malice is not a more 
terrible Conſequence of his Averſion, than his Jealou!y 
is of his Love. : | 

Sir Samp. None of old Forefight's Sybils ever utter 
ſuch a Truth. Odſbud, you have won my Heart: 
hate a Wit; I had a Son that was ſpoil'd among em; 
a good hopeful Lad, till he learn'd to be a Wit — Aud 
might have riſen in the State — But, a Pox on't, ©» 
Wit run him out of his Money, and now his Pover' 
has run him out of his Wits, 4 
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Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, 
you are very much abuſed in that Matter ; he's no more 
mad than you are. 

Sir Samp. How, Madam! wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done — But it is 
a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much con- 
cern'd in your Affairs. 

Sir Samp. Odibud, I believe ſhe likes me — [A/ide.) 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to 
be laid at your Feet; and I with, Madam, they were 
in a better Poſture, that | might make a more becom- 
ing Offer to a Lady of your incomparable Beauty and 
Merit If I had Peru in one Hand, and Mexico in 
rother, and the Eaſtern Empire under my Feet, it would 
make me only a more glorious Victim to be ofter'd at the 
Shrine of your Beauty. 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the Matter? 

dir Samp. Odd, Madam, I love you — And if you 
would take my Advice in a Huſband 

Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. I aſk'd your Advice 
for a Huſband, and you are giving me your Conſent — 
was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in Jeſt, 
to ſatisfy you about Valentine : For if a Match were 
| ſeemingly carry'd on, between you and me, it would 
s oblige him to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, in Ap- 
nd Bi prekenſion of loſing me: For you know he has long 
de. pretended a Paſſion for me. 
ud dir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance 
de if we were to go thro' with it. But why muſt the 
h Match only be ſeemingly carried on? — Odd, let it be a 
oe real Contract. 
ulY Ang. O he, Sir Sampſon, what would the World 
ay | 

Sir Samp. Say! they would ſay you were a wiſe Wo- 
man, and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll love 
you as long as I live; and leave you a good Jointure 
when I die. 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your Power, Sir Samp- 
n; tor when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, 
" mult make over his Inheritance to his younger Bro- 

er, 

dir Sap, Odd, you're a cunning wary Baggage! 
* D 5 Faith 
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Faith and Troth I like you the better — But, I warrant 
you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation in Favour of 
myſelf Body o' me, I have a Trick to turn the 
Settlement upon the Iſſue Male of our two Bodies be- 
gotten. Odſbud, let us find Children, and I'Il find an 
Eſtate. 

Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the Eſtate, and 
leave the other to me. 

Sir Samp. O Rogue! But Tl truſt you. And will 
you conſent? Is it a Match then? 

Ang. Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Ob- 
ligation; and if I find what you propoſe praQticable, 
Til give you my Anſwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart; — Come in with me, 
and I'll lend you the Bond — You ſhall conſult your 
Lawyer, and [I'll conſult a Parſon: Odzooks I'm a 

oung Man ; Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make 
it appear — Odd, you're deviliſh handſome : Faith and 
Troth, you're very handſome, and I am very young, 
and very luſty — Odſbud, Hufſy, you know how 10 
chuſe, and ſo do I; — Odd I think we're very well met 
-— Give me your Hand, Odd, let me kiſs it; 'tis as warm 
and as ſoft — as what? — Odd, as other Hand — Give 
me t'other Hand, and I'll mumble 'em, and kiſs em ti 
they melt in my Mouth. | 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon. — You're profuſe of your 
Vigour before your Time: You'll ſpend your Eftate 
before you come to it. 

Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a Rent-Roll of my 
Poſſeſſions — Ah! Baggage — I warrant you for little 
Sampſon: Odd, Sampſon is a very good Name for an 
able Fellow: Your Sampſons were ſtrong Dogs from it: 
Beginning. ; 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over- act your Part — l 

ou remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, 
pull'd an old Houſe over his Head at laſt. 

Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Hufly ? — Come, let's 90 
then; Odd, I long to be pulling too, come away - 
Odſo, here's ſomebody coming, [Exeunt 
Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 

Tat. Is not that ſhe gone out juſt now? 

Fer. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of 4 


pointmedl 
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intment. Ah, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe 
in this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the Death of a Ferſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary Paſſion for your Honour 
Service. 

Tat. Ay, who's that ? 

Jer. Ev'n my unworthy ſelf, Sir — Sir, I have had 
an Appetite to be fed with your Commands a great 
while; — And now, Sir, my former Mater baving 
much troubled the Fountain of his Underſtanding; it 13 
a very plauſible Occaſion tor me to quench my 'Thirt 
at the Spring of your Bounty — I thought I could not 
recommend myſelf better to you, Sir, than by the De- 
livery of a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, 
whom I have heard you ſigh for. 

Tat. Ill make thy Fortune; ſay no more — Thou art 
a pretty Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, 
in a pretty ſoft kind of Phrafe, and with a good per- 
ſuading Accent. 

Jer. Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 
in my Head — I have been at Cambridge. 

Tat. Ay; "tis well enough for a Servant to be bred 
at an Univerſity : But the Education is a little too pe- 
dantick for a Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your 
Nature, private, cloſe, ha? 

Jer. O Sir, for that, Sir, *tis my chief Talent; I'm 
as ſecret as the Head of N:/us. 

Tat. Ay; Who's he, tho'? A Privy-Counſellor ? 

Jer. O Ignorance ? [A/ide.] A cunning Fg yptian, Sir, 
that with his Arms would over-run the Country, yet no 
body could ever find out his Head-Quarters. 

Tat. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him 
— the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veil'd 
like a Nun; and I muſt be hooded like a Friar ; ha, 
Jeremy? 

fer Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at ſirſt 
ſight upon the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's 
Madneſs to be fo drets'd ; and ſhe is fo in Love with him, 
ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, 
I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when the finds 
what a happy Exchange ſhe * made, between a Mad- 
man and fo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. 

Tat. Ay faith, fo ſhe will, Jeremy; You're a good 

Friend 
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Friend to her, poor Creature — I ſwear I do it hard 
fo much in Conſideration of myſelf, as Compaſlion to her, 

Jer. Tis an AQ of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Wo- 
man with thirty thouſand Pound, irom throwing herſelf 
away. 

Tat. So tis, faith — I might have ſaved ſeveral others 
in my time; but i Gad I could never find in my Heart to 
marry ny body before. 

Fer. Well, Sir, Ill go and tell her my Maſter's com- 
ing ; and meet you in half a Quarter of an Hour, with 
you Diſguiſe, at your own Lodgings. You muſt talk a 
ittle madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of your 
Voice. | 

Tat. No, no, let me alone for a Counterſeit ; — I'll be 
ready for you. 

Enter Miis. 
Mi,. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad ] have 


found you ; I have been looking up and down-for you ha, 
like any thing, till Tm as tired as any thing in the tha 
World. |; 
Tat. O Pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Girl? like 
[Afide. anc 

Mi. OT have pure News, I can tell you pure News yol 


I muſt not marry the Seaman now — my Father ſays | 
fo. Why won't you be my Huſband? You ſay you 


love me, and you won't be my Huſband : And I know N01 
you may be my Huſband now if you pleaſe. ſuc 
Tat. O fie, Miſs: Who told you to, Child? ant 


Miſs. Why, my Father — I told him that you loved 
me. 
Tat. O fie, Miſs, why did you do ſo? and who told 
you ſo, Child ? 

Mi/s. Who? Why you did; did not you? 

Tat. O Pox, that was Yeſterday, Miſs; that was a 

reat while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; 
ſlept a-whole Night, and did not as much as dream of 
the Matter. 

Miſs. Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was fo tho”. 

Tat. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by contraries, Child — O fie; what, we mult 
not love one another now — Pſhaw, that wou'd be a 
tooliſh thing indeed — Fie, fie, you're a Woman __w 

f an 
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and muſt think of a new Man every Morning, and for- 
get him every Night — No, no, to marry, is to be 2 
Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: O 
fe, marrying 1s a paw thing. 

Miſs. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt Night then? 

Tat. No, no, Child, you wou'd not have me. 

Miſs. No? Yes, but I wou'd tho”. : 

Tat. Plhaw, but I tell you, you would not — You 
forget you're a Woman, and don't know your own 
Mind. 

Miſs. But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 

Enter Foreſight, 

Fire. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe 
Man ; but methinks your Love to my Daughter was a 
Secret I might have been truſted with. — Or had you 
a mind to try if | could diſcover it by my Art — hum, 
ha, I think there is ſomething in your Phyſtognomy, 
that has reſemblance of her; and the Girl is like me. 

Tat. And ſo you wou'd inter, that you and I are a- 
like — what does the old Prig mean? I' banter him, 
and laugh at him, and leave him. [Afde.] I fancy 
you have a wrong, Notion of Faces, 

Fire. How ? What? A wrong Notion! How ſo? 

Tat. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Features, 
not obvious to Vulgar Eyes; that are Indications of a 
ſudden turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; 
and promiſe a great Beauty and good Fortune reſerved 
alone for me, by a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept 
lecret from the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity ; from all 
Altrologers, and the Stars themſelves. 
| Five. How ! 1 will make it appear, that what you ſay 
5 1mpolſible, | 
Tat. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte 
Fire, For what ? 

Tat, To be married, Sir, married. 
ſore, Ay, but pray take me along with Fou, Sir 
Tat. No, Sir, tis to be done privately — I never make 
onfidents. N 
tire. Well; but my Conſent, I mean — You won't 
ay my Daughter without my Conſent ? je 

| * 
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Tat. Who I, Sir? I'm an abſolute Stranger to you 
and your Daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey dey ! what time of the Moon is this? 

Tat. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue fo. I 
have no more Love for your Daughter, than I have Like- 
neſs of you; and I have a Secret in my Heart, which 
you would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and 

et you ſuall know it too, and be ſorry for't afterward, 
d have you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing az 
the Stars, and as ſecret as the Night. And I'm going 
to be marry'd juſt now, yet did not know of it half an 
Hour ago; and the Lady ſtays for me, and does not 
know of it yet— There's a Myſtery for you. — I know 
ou love to untie Difficulties — Or if you can't ſolve 
this; ſtay here a Quarter of an Hour, and I'll come and 
explain it to you. (Exit. 

Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't 
you make him to be my Huſband. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend! 
Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild! 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have e'er a Huſband 
then? What, muſt I go to bed to Nurſe again, and 
be a Child as long as the's an old Woman ? Indeed but 
I won't: For now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will 
have a Man ſome way or other. Oh! methinks In 
fick when I think of a Man; and if I can't have one 
I would go to ſleep all my Life: For when I'm awake 
it makes me wilh and long, and I don't know tot 
what — And [I'd rather be always afleep, than ſick will 
thinking. 

Fore. O fearful! I think the Girl is influenced tor 
— Huſſy, you ſhall have a Rod | 

Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod, I'll have a Huſband ; ani 
if you won't get me one, I'll get one for myſelf | 
marry our Robin the Butler, he ſays he loves me, a 
he's a handſome Man, and ſhall be my Huſband: 
warrant he'll be my Hufband, and thank me too, 16 
he told me ſo. 

Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nurſe. 

Fore. Did he ſo — II diſpatch him for't preſent!y 
Rogue ! Oh Nurſe, come hither. 

Nurſe. What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure ? 
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Fore. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her 
up preſently, till farther Orders from me — Not a Word, 
Huſſy — Do what I bid you. No Reply: away. And 
bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate 
and Linen, d'ye hear. Be gone when I bid you. 

[Exeunt Nurſe and Miss. 

Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter, Huſband ? 

Fre. Lis not convenient to tell you now - Mr. Scan- 
dal, Heaven keep us all in our Senſes — I fear there is a 
contagious Frenzy abroad. How does Falentine ? 

Scan. I hope he'll do well again —I have a Meſſage 
from him to your Neice Angelica. 

Fire. I think the has not return'd, ſince ſhe went a- 
broad with Sir Sampſon. | 

Enter Ben. 

Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
Father be come home. 

Ben. Who, Father? ay, he's come bome with a 
Vengeance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the Matter ? 

Ben. Matter? Why he's mad. 

Fire. Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſome young Woman; ſhe, 
as they ſav, Brother Val. went mad for, the's mad too, I 
think. 

Fore. O my poor Neice, my poor Neice, is ſhe gone 
mad too? Well, I ſhall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad ? how d'ye mean ? 

Ben. Nay, Ill give you leave to gueſs — I'll under- 
take to make a Voyage to Antegon — No, I may'nt ſay 
o neither — But T'l] ſail as far as Leghorn, and back again, 
before you ſhall gueſs at the Matter, and do nothing 
tle; Meſs, you may take in all the Points of the Com- 
paſs, and not hit right. 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little-too 
much time. 5 f 

Ben. Why then T11 tell you: There's a new Wedding 
Upon "” Stocks; and they two are going to be married 
0-n!pht. 

Scan. Who? 

Ben. Why Father, and = the young Woman, I can't 
lit of her Name. 
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Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Ay, the fame. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica? Tmpoilible ! zl 
Ben. That may be — but I'm fure it is as I tell you, a | 
Scan. Sdeath, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe it. mi 


Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether Na 
vou believe it, or no. What J ſay is true; d'ye lee, | 
they are marcied, or juſt going to be married, I know in 


not which. | 
Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Lunz. na 
tick ? Do 


Ben. I don't know what you may call Madneſs -W. 
But ſhe's mad for a Huſband, and he's Horn-mad, I Wyo. 
think, or they'd nc'er make a Match together — Here Miuſt 
they come. | the 

Enter Sir Sampſon, Angelica, and Buckram. 8 

Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer? this Uncle To 
of mine Ele? A ha, old Fore/i>br, Uncle Foreſe, BO! 
wiſh me Joy, Uncle Forefight, double Joy, both as Un- l 
cle and Aſtrologer; here's a Conjunction that was not 
foretold in all your Fphemeris — The brighteſt Star in 
the blue Firmament — is ht from above, in a Jelly of 
Lowe, and fo forth; and I'm Lord of the Aſcendant; 
Odd, you're an old Fellow, Forefight ; Uncle, I mean, 
a very old Fellow, Uncle Foreſight; and yet you ſhall 
live to dance at my Wedding; Faith and Troth you 
ſhall. Odd, we'll have the Muſick of the Spheres for 
thee, old Lill, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead upa 
Dance in Via Lactea. 

Fire. Im Thunder: ſtruck! You are not married to 
my Neice ? 

Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very 
near it, within a Kaſs of the Matter, as you ſee. | 

| | [Kiſſes Angelica. 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be 
my Father, and give me. . 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or Til burn his Globes — 
Body o' me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and I'll mate 
thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughte! 


enough to put the Weekly Bills out of Conntenance. 
| cats 
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Fan. Death and Hell! where's Valentine ? 
| [Exit Scandal. 

Mrs. Fore. This is fo ſurprizing 

Sir Samp. How ? What does my Aunt ſay? Surpri— 
zing, Aunt? Not at all, for a young Couple to make 
a Match in Winter? Not at all — It's a Plot to under- 
mine cold Weather; and deſtroys that Uſurper of a Bed 
call'd a Warming-Pan, 

Mrs. Fore. I am glad to hear you have ſo much Fire 
is you, Sir Sam#/on ? 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire is little better than Tinder ; 
may-hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome 
Body elle. The young Woman is a handſome young 
Woman, I can't deny it; But, Father, if I might be 
your Pilot in this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's 
juſt the ſame thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail fo far as 
the Straights without Proviſion. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah ? 
To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, rule 
your Helm, Sirrah, don't dire& me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, 
r you mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. 
dir Camp. Why, you impudent Tarpawlin ! Sirrah, 
o you bring your Forecaſtle Jefts upon your Father? 
But I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a Groat. 
Mr. Buckram, is the Conveyance fo worded, that no- 
ning can poſſibly deſcend to this Scoundrel ? I would 
not ſo much as have him have the Profpe& of an Eſtate ; 
ho there were no way to come to it, but by the North- 
Laſt Paſſage. 

Buck, Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; 
dere is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopp'd. 


Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and. 


e unſtopp'd in your Conſcience — If fo be that one 
«da Pump to your Boſom, I believe we ſhould dif- 

overa foul Hold. They fay a Witch will ſail in a 

dere — But I believe the Devil would not venture a- 

hoard o. your Conſcience: And that's for you. 

cir Kamp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, 

thy jao's here? | 

Enter Tattle and Frail. 

Frail. O, Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident! * 

Irs. 
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Mrs. Fire. What's the Matter? 

Tat. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in IM © 
the World we are. 

Fore. Bleſs us ! How ſo? 

Frail. Ah, Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and] 
are — I can't ſpeak it out. 

Tat. Nor I But poor Mrs. Frail and I are 

Frail. Married ! 

Mrs. Fore. Married ! How ? . 

Tat. Suddenly — before we knew where we were 
that Villain Feremy, by the help of Diſguiſes, trick d u 
into one another. 

Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hene 
in haſte to be married. | 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to 
me, I thank him. 

Tat. I did, as I hope to be ſaved, Madam; my In 
tentions were good — But this is the moſt cruel thing, u 
marry one does not know how, nor why, nor where. 
fore — The Devil take me if ever I was ſo much con- 
cern'd at any thing in my Life. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 

Tat. The leaſt in the World — That is for my Part, 
ſpeak for myſelf, Gad, I never had the leaſt "Thought 
of ſerious Kindneſs — I never liked any Body leſs in ny 
Life. Poor Woman! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for! 
have no Reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I (hl 
- lead her a damn'd fort of a Life. 


Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Huſband at all — tbo 4 
he's a Coxcomb. [To Fial 87 


Frail. | ts ber.) Ay, ay, it's well 'tis no worſe — Nay 
for my part, I always deſpis'd Mr. Tatile of all things; 
nothing but his being my Huſband could have made nt 
like him leſs, | 

Tat. Look you there, I thought as much — Pox on} 
I with we could keep it ſecret; why I don't believe 4 
of this Company would ſpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my Dear, that's impoſfible ; the Parſon an 
that Rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tat, Ay, my Dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 


* 
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Ang. O, you'll agree very well in a little time; Cuſ- 
tom wil! make it eaſy to you. 
| Tat. -Ealy ! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhal! ſleep to- 
night. 

Sir Samp. Sleep, Quotha! No, why you would not 
ſeep o' your Wedding-Night ? I'm an older Fellow than 
you, and don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why there's another Match now, as tho't a 
Couple of Privateers were looking for a Prize, and ſhould 
fall ſoul of one another. Pm ſorry for the young Man 
with all my Heart. Look you, Friend, if J may adviſe 
you, when ſhe's going, for that you mull expect, I have 
Experience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For 
no Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe 
can't drag, her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her 
(Cable, I can tell you that. — Who's here? the Mad- 
man? 

Enter Valentine dreſsd, Scandal, and Jeremy. 

Val. No, here's the Fool; and if Occaſion be, I'll give 
t under my Hand. 

Sir Samp. How now? 

Val Sir, Jam come to acknowledge my Errors, and 
aſk your Pardon. 

Sir Samp. What, have you found your Senſes at laſt 

en? In good time, Sir. 

Val. You were abuſed, Sir; I never was diſtracted. 

Fore. How ! not mad ! Mr. Scandal? 

Scan. No really, Sir; I am his Witneſs, it was all 

Punterfeit, 

Val. I thought I had Reaſons — But it was a poor 

a onrrivance; the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. | 

Nay dir Samp. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
er Father! Sirrah, how could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endea- 
dur d to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable Return of 
ature. 

dir Samp. Very good, Sir; — Mr. Buckram, are you 
ay ? — Come, Sir, will you Sign and Seal? 
oi” I you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would aſk this La- 

one Queſtion. 
dir. Samp. Sir, you mult aſk me leave firſt: That 


bt dy? No Sir; you {hall alk that Lady no 3 
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till you have aſk'd her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be 
my Wile. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own Mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and 
you don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that J very lately 
counterfeited Madneſs ; I don't know but the Frolick may 
go round. 

Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; 
Come, Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink. 

Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed, all is ready. 

[Valentine goes to Angelica, 

Ang. "Tis true, you have a great while pretended 
Love to me; nay, what if you were fincere ? Still you 
muſt pardon me, if I think my own Inclinations have a 
better Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 

Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

Val. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contti— 
vance, now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you 
ſign and feal ? 

Val. With all my Heart, Sir. 

a Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yout- 
elf 

Vl. Thave been diſappointed of my only hope; and le 
that loſes Hope may part with any thing. I never valued 
Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure, 
and my only Pleafure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have 
made many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that nothing 
but my Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, | 
will ſign to. Give me the Paper. | 

Ang. Generous Valentine! [Ajit 

Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 

Val. But where is the Bond, by which I am obliged 0 
fien this ? 

Buck. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; and I'll uſe it, as T would every 
thing that is an Enemy to Valentine. (Tears the Fa 
Sir Samp. How now ! 

Val. Ha! 


Ang. Had I the World to give you, it coul ol 
m 


wt — 
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make me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: 
Here's my Hand, my Heart' was always yours, and 
firuggled very hard to make this utmolt Trial of your 
Virtue. [To Valentine, 

Val. Between Pleaſure and Amazement I am lolt. — 
But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what 1s the Meauing of this? 

Ben. Meis, here's the Wind © hanged again, Father, 
vou and I may take a Voyage together NOW. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sawip/on, ſince I have play'd you a 
Trick, III adviſe you bow you may avoid ſuch ano- 
ther, Learn to be a good Father, or you'll never get 
a ſecond Wiſe. I always loved your Son, and hated 
your unforgiving Nature. I was refolved to try him 
to the utmoſt; I have try'd you too, and know you 
both. You have not more Faults than he has Virtues ; 
and 'tis hardly more Pleaſure to me, that I can make 
him and myſelf happy, than that I can puniſh you. 

4. If my Happineſs could receive Addition, this 
kind Surprize would make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons, you're a Crocodile, 

Fre. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe. 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm another. 

[Exit Sir Sampſon. 

Tat. If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of a 
Wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you there, Sir? 
I'm indebted to you for my Happineſs. [To Jeremy. 

Jer. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand Pardons, 'twas an 
errant Miſtake — You fee, Sir, my Maſter was never 
mad, nor any thing like it — Then how could it be 
0!! 1 

Val. Tattle, T thank you; you would have inter- 
poſed between me and Heav'n ; but Providence laid Pur- 
gatory in your Way — You have but Juftice. 

Scan. 1 hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided 
for his own Wedding; methinks tis pity they ſhould 
not be employ d when the Match is ſo much mended. 
Valentine, tho it be Morning, we may have a Dance. 

Val. Any ching, my Friend, every thing that looks 
like Joy and T ranſport. 

Scan. Call 'em, Jeremy. 

Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and if 
that 
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that Coldneſs which I have always worn before you, 
ſhould turn to an extreme Fondneſs, you muſt not ſuſ- 
Q it. 
Val I'll prevent that Suſpicion — For I intend to doat 
on you to that immoderate Degree, that your Fondues 
ſhall never diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of 
If ever you ſeem io love too much, it muſt be only when 
I can't love enough. 
Ang. Have a care of Promiſes. You know you are 
apt to run more in Debt than you are able to pay. 
al. "Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and 
make your belt on't. 
Scan. The Mufick ſtays for you. Dance. 
Scan. Well, Madam, you have done exemplary Juſ. 
tice, in puniſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a 
faithful Lover: But there is a third good Work, which 
I. in particular, muſt thank you for; I was an Infidel to 
your Sex, and you have converted me — For now Tm 
convinced that all Women are not like Fortune, blind 
in beſtowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, 
or who do not want em. 
Ang. Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation that you lay 
upon our Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only to cover 
our own want of Merit. You would all have the Re- 
ward of Love; but few have the Conſtancy to ſtay till 
it becomes your Due. Men are generally Hypocrites 
and Infidels, they pretend to worſhip, but have neither 
Zeal nor Faith: How. few, like Valentine, would per- 
ſevere even to Martyrdom, and facrifice their Intereſt 
to their Conſtancy ! In admiring me, you miſplace the 
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The Miracle * is, That we find 
A Lover true: Not that a Woman's hind. 


[Exeunt Ones. 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New-Houſe, 


By Mrs. BRACEGIRDLE. 


URE Providence at firſt defign'd this Place 

To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 
Fir ſtill in every Storm, they all run hither, 
{; to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather. 
But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 
It's like what I hade heard our Poets tell us: 
Fir when behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading, 
Ti help their Love, ſometimes they ſhew their Reading; 
And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 8 
They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 
Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, 
Whim, as T think, they call d— Py—Pythagories, 
I'm ſure tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 
And wwe, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe Men ( ſay they) ſuch Souls were giv'n, 
That after Death, ne er went to Hell, nor Heav'n, 
But lid, I know not how, in Beaſts ;- and then 
When many Years were paſt, in Men again. 
Methinks, we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul; 
That does from Bodies, wwe from Houſes ftrole. 
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Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that was, 


May now be damn'd to animate an Aſs; 
Or in this very Ilouſe, for aught wwe know, 
Is dein painful Penance in ſome Beau: 6 
And thus, our Audience, which did once reſort 
To» ſhining Theatres to ſee our Sport, | 
Now find us toſs d into a TenuisCourt. 
Theſe Walls but father Day-wers fill d ⁊vith Neiſe 
Of Roaring Gamneſters, and your Damme Boys ; 
Then bounding Balls and Rackets they engempaſt, 
And now they're fili d with Jeſts, and Flights, and Bomba 
I vow, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 
Streling from Place to Place, by Circulation; 


Grant Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt Station. 
I know not what theſe think, but for my Part, 

] can't reflect without an aking Heart, 

How we ſhou'd end in our Original, a Cart. 

But we can't fear, fence you're ſo good to ſave u, 
That you hade only ſet us up, to leave us. 
Thus from the paſt, ⁊ue hope for future Grace, 

I beg it—— 

And ſome here know I have a begging Face. 

Then pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 


Far a clear Stage wwon't do, without your Fach. 


FINTS. 


